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TO THR 


RK EE AD EK 


By the Lapy to whom the Letters were written. 


Fe the inlets, as a as ſen- 


timents, in the following e 
ries of letters, are ſtrictly virtuous 
and delicate, I preſume to recommend 
them to the protection of my o- rn 
ſex, and to the candid indulgence 
Vo IL. I. = With 


i PREFACE. 
with which men of taſte and genius 
peruſe the productions of a icmals 


pen. 


To point out how calamity ſhould 
be ſupported by virtue, and to ſerve 
for an example, that neither great 

| talents, prudence, genius, nor the 

beſt diſpoſition the human heart is 
capable of, are of themſelves ſuffi- 
cient to defend us againſt the inevi- 
table ills that are often alloted for 


the beſt, is one of my motives in pub- 


liſhing theſe letters; and that. they 
may be a warning to the diſtreſſed, 
how far they encourage a 7afte for 
letters ſolely, to the detriment of 
that induſtry alone, which, when em- 
ploy'd in what is /ſ and bengfi- 
cial to ſociety, conſtitutes the true | 
riches of this world, is my other 
motive. e 
The 


WINDY 


FRLEF ACE n 
The unfortunate writer of theſe 
letters, (now preſented to the pub- 


lic) has been many years dead; and 
J can with truth aſſert, that there is 


not a ſingle perſon alluded to in the 
whole work, that has not, long fnce, 


been conſign 'd to the grave. I par- 
ticularly mention this, left ſome try- 
ing calamities in which our poor 
Heroine was involv'd, ſhould draw 
2 reflection de & one living. 


11 may be neceſſar y tq inform the 
reader, that my friendſhip with this 


admirable woman began at a very 


early age. My father, who was a 


man of large fortune, had purchas'd 


an eſtate, with ſome mines of great 
value, in the neighbourhood of thoſe _ 


very mountains in Wales, where the 


ee, old clergyman, the father . 
A 2 Boe 


iv PREFACE: 


my dear friend, had long refided, a: 


pattern of all virtue and primitive 


On my accompanying my father 
ſome time after to Madras, where 


he was honour'd with a public em- 
ployment, I begg'd my amiable young 


friend (to be torn from whom, I 
thought, at that early period of my 


life, was the moſt grievous of cala- 
mities) to ſend me, by every ſhip, a 
journal of her time, or a kind of lit- 


tle diurnal regiſter of every thing that 


5 happen'd : — ſhe complied with my 
' requeſt (though not journal- wiſe) of 
writing ſuch a continu'd ſeries of 


letters, as inform d me of ever Y par- 


| ticular of her life. — Thoſe letters 
ſhe ſent off to India, in large packets, 
as the ſhips ſet out. 


Some 


* 


PREFACE. * 


Some perſons may perhaps object, 


that our heroine, whoſe life was one 
continu'd ſeries of ſuffering virtue, 
was not, to uſe a common phraſe, 


made happy at laſt: to this I an- 


ſwer, I did not write theſe memoirs ; 
it is a plain imple narrative, written 


from the heart, in the moſt artleſs 


manner, by the unfortunate ſufferer 
herſelf; if we can call that perſon 
really unfortunate, who was able to 
draw from the greateſt calamities in 
life, the ineſtimable treaſure of all 
the virtues. Many people throw by 
'a book of this kind, if the parties 


concern'd in it are not made happy at 


laſt, by a comfortable wedding, in- 


ſtead of the ſad cataſtrophe of a me- 


lancholy death. 


Ap 


In common life, we daily ſee op- * 


previed virtue ſtill wretched, and A 
3 Aruggling 
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i FRETACE. 


ſtruggling with miſery, whilſt the 


moſt worthleſs of mankind are enjoy- 
ing comforts, and every bleſſing of 


life; but beg leave to obſerve the 


evile or the bleſings we meet with in 


this world, are merely temporary; and 


Per haps our calamities are no more in- 


tended by the Great Author of all 
(who does not eſtimate things as we 


do) for puniſhment, than the pleaſures 


of this world for rewards :- and 
by our thus eſtimating both, Jet us 
| look forward for an equal diſtribution 
of j1ftice, to that place only, where (let 


our ſtation here be what it will) our 


lot is to be wnchangeable. Let us re- 
member, that He, who rules our fate, 


85 From ſeeming evil, Kill educes good, 
“And better thence again, and better full, 


In infinite progreſſion,” — 


Whatever 
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PREFACE: wh 


Whatever fate this little work may 

| meet with, I give it to the world, 
with all its e declaring I ſhall 
not be flatter'd d dy praiſe, nor humi- 

_ lated by cenſure; becauſe they can 
only be due to its anther; who is now 
no more. The only part I have had 
in it, was adding the marginal notes ; 
as it was impoſſible the writer of the - 
letters could be at the time ac- 
quainted with thoſe particulars her- 

ſelf, and they afterwards came to my 

knowledge by another channel; 1 

ö therefore inſerted them when I came 

co collect the letters for the preſs, as 

TE thought they would illuſtrate ſome 

. 4 parts of the miner e 


I I all only obſerve, it is much 

3 eaſier to cenſure a work than to c. 

mend it; a very little penetration 1 
ſerves: 


viii K ee. 


ſerves for the jirf, but it requires a 


great deal to point out its merits.— 


Thus ſays Dryden; 


_ « Errors, like ſtraws, upon the ſurface flow; 


« He who wou'd ſeek for pearls muſt dive be- 
low.“ 


ADVERTISEMENT _ 


T O THE 


; 8 


By the EDITOR, 


King? ;-Bench Pit. 


various matters, at that time, were 


not directed, or applied to, what the 


world calls, a 2% / u, purpoſe. In fact, 


an itch I had contracted for ſeribbling, 5 8 
and employing my whole time in reade 8 


ing 


\HE Lady to whom the fol- 
lowing letters were written, 

many years ſince, honour'd me with 
her friendſhip : as a proof of which, 
® ſhe often obſery'd with concern, that 
4 the talents or induſtry 1 employ“ d in 
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ing the dead languages, to the detri- 


ADVERTISEMEN 1 


ment of my being of the leaſt / to 


myſelf, or to ſocicty, induced the 


and; friend to tell. me, 
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* It was not ſpeculative ſerence, as 


+ things are conſtituted in this pre- 
ſent Nate, that makes any part of 
the wealth of this world: no 
(the « continu'd) it is induſtry alone, 
employ'd on articles that are uſe- 
ful and beneficial to fociety, that 
conſtitutes the true riches of man- 
kind. But (added ſhe) as example 
may probably have a greater weight 


than precept, I will ſhew you a ſe- 
ries of letters, written by an un- 
fortunate woman in fimilar cir- 


cumſtances, who, like vou, Was 
poliets'd of the talent of ſcrib- 
bling, but with ſo little ſucceſs, 
that it was the ſource at length of 
her ending her days in the con- 
fines of a priſon, —I intend them 


« for 


MPT <* 


the preſs. 
ſuddenly, a few weeks afterwards, 
by which means it has remain'd ever 
ſince in my poſſeſſion, now many 
years; but with ſorrow and ſhame I 
confeſs, I regarded fo little the ſen- 
fible advice of my worthy friend, or 
the warning and example her manu- 
ſcript ſo ſtrongly inculcates, that 


ADVERTISEMENT. xi 
* ſor the preſs, not only as a rr 
« 71g to. all infected with this reigning 
& diſtemper, but alſo as a pattern of 
« the moſt exalted virtues, under 
the extremeſt calamities.“ 


This good old Lady left her ma- 
nuſcript with me; which I found 
ſhe had, indeed, prepar'd ready for 
Unfortunately ſhe died 


from a ſeries of imprudencies and 
misfortunes, I am myſelf, at this 


_ preſent moment, confined within the 


walls of a priſon, and deſtitute of the | 
common neceſſaries of life, without 
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one ray of hope left of ever regaining 
my liberty. 25 
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As I was ruminating, the other 
day, on my wretched ſtate, I form'd | 
the deſign of publiſhing the above- 
mention'd manuſcript, which I here 
preſent, without altering a ſingle ſyl- # 
lable, or making any comments on 3 
the performance. I have only to ſay, 
1 with the generous intention of my 
friend may be fully anſwered. 


MARIA SMYTH, 


run 
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WOMAN or LETTERS; 
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Hiſtor 7 of Miſs Faxxy Barros. 


"LETTER 1. 


Mis Fanxy Brrrox, to Mifs Luer 
WirMuor, at MapRaAs. 


| Lland—e, North-IWales, Full r. 


journal of my life !—unrea- 
ſonable Lucy! What events, 
ſufficiently intereſting, can 
| daily occur, for an amuſement of that 
kind, to a poor girl, buried among 
the mountains of Lland—e? You de- 
fire me to be very minute in my ac- 
Va. I. = counts FE Re 


* 


2 The Wo MAN of LE TT ERS 3 ory 
counts: but what variety of incidents 
can you poſſibly expect in my ſolitary 
fituation ?—Shall I tell you, I am juſt 
come from nurſing a few ſtraggling 


kids, who have loſt their dam, on the 


ſide of the neighbouring mountain? 
—or that the favourite gold-finch, my 
deareſt Lucy left me at her departure, 
is my hourly care ?—or that I am ſtill 
ſcribbling odes and paſtorals ? 
fact, theſe are the chief occupations 
of what Shakeſpeare calls, This lit- 
tle life that's rounded with a ſleep,” 
which employ the innocent hours of 
your poor, obſcure Fanny. 
I might indeed tell you, (but why 
fſghould I pain your gentle heart?) that 
the good old man, my father, ſtill 
continues to ſtarve (with your hum- 
ble ſervant) on his curacy of twenty 
pounds per annum; for which he is 
_ obliged to do duty at two churches 
oy: Sunday, ten miles aſunder ; 


—In 


_ whilſt 


$4 + * 


ry of + 
of 


of our cottage.- 
Lucy, the neatneſs of which you ne 
often admir'd, affords pulſe to all our 


Hiſtory of Fanny BYITox. 3 


whilſt his idle rector, who with an in- 


come of a thouſand a year, beſides the 
—, and the deanery 
29; 03 Pope ſays, 

xc SlumP ring | in his fall, 


c And leaves to fatter'd apes. 
“ The drudge: 3 of prayer,” 


Yes, my Lucy, the excellent man 5 
my poor father, with the piety of a 
aint, the ſimplicity of a patriarch, 


1 
e 


and with more learning, perhaps, than 


half the biſhops in England, and 1 
may juſtly add with the reſolution of 
4 a martyr, ſtill continues buried in the | 
dame ſpot in which you left him, 


without fortune, and conſequently 


without friends: he is himſelf the 


friend, the counſellor, and phyſician 
of all the poor, within twenty 1 
Our little garden, 


neighbours and A comfortable mieſs 
| B i of 5 Nh 


4 The Woman of LETTERE) or, 


of pottage, (ſuch is our frugal c ο 
nomy) we are ſtill able to ſend to o the 
Ack, and aged. 


The roſe-buſh you planted at the 


bottom of the little wilderneſs, I viſit 
daily ;—but the path to it is wild, is 
melancholy—without my friend, — 
Tell me—and yet I almoſt dread to 
aſk, how many years (ages to me) your. 

father propoſes ſtaying at Madras.— . 
"If 1 might—but I am here interrupt- 
ed wy my dear father calling his Fan- 


* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 


-I fly to obey his ſummons. 


The above-mentioned good man 


met me with joy ſparkling in his eyes, 
exclaiming, © Fanny, my child! I 
| have good news to impart ;—your 
fortune is made, I believe. 
(added he, taking my hand, ) go with 
me to the ivy bench, under the old 
oak, and there I will tell you news. 


—Come, 


Hiſtory Y onux BT rox. 5 


The moment we were ſeated, I; all . 
- impatience, begg'd to hear his > a 
tidings. 


« You may remember (ad this dear 


a 1 parent) that ſome little time ago, there 
was a report, that the fine ancient ſest, 
= call'd Aſhgrove abbey, and the eſtate 

belonging to it, was to be purchas'd by 
Y Sir Jaſpar Branville—an old ſchool-fel- 

| 3 low of mine—and indeed, the oldeſt 
friend I have in the world —You know 
1 he is your godfather ;—when my Fanny 
was born, I knew better days—your 
3 dear mother (now an angel in heaven) 
3 and I, liv'd then in the neighbourhood 
4» of Sir Jaſpar, in Kent. He frequently 

told me, he ſhould one day make my 7% 


fortune:—and though I have now been: - 
buried fifteen years among theſe moun- 


2 


a * 
ui 


Y tains, I have no doubt but he wilt E. 0 3 
1 member his old friend at. laſt ——&36; . 5 
2 many a good whipping- bout at ches * 
ww I endure, by taking. his faults wi. XS . | 
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6 The Woman of LETTERS; or, 


myſelf; - many an exerciſe at Oxford, 


did I make for his uſe; — and many a 


fcrape there have I prevented him from i 


lng 4 into—or rather releas'd him 


from.“ 
« But, my dear Sir, (interrupted I} 
what is your good news?” 
© Excuſe, me child, an old man's 
fond prattle of the days of his youth; 


Lam now coming to the point. — . 
I was walking this afternoon over Weſt 
Moor, about ſeven miles from hence, 
where J had been to pray by a poor : 


woman ill of a quinſy, I met com- 


ing down the high road, a grand equi- 


page, with a great retinue: —on en- 
quiring of one of the ſervants whoſe 
it was, he inform'd me, to my inex- 
1 Preſſible joy, that Sir Jaſpar Branville 


Was in the carriage, come to take poſ- 


ſeſſion of his new purchaſe at the 


abbey. —Tranſported with this intel- 1 
hgenee, I ran to the coach, which 


luckily 


„ 


Hiſtory of FANNY BELTON. T 
luckily happen'd juſt then to ſtop, 


about giving orders to the ſervants.— 


Being now at the door of the car- 


riage, I ſaw my old friend, at the firſt 
glimpſe :-—I made my beſt bow, and 
at laſt (for he could not preſently re- 
collect me, on account of the alte- 


ration of my perſon) made NN 
known.“ 7 


« Hah! my old acquaintance (fi | 


= © © he) Harry Belton! how doſt do ?— 


« give me your hand. —(Yes, Fanny, 


. 7 © he took my hand) I rejoice to ſee 
XY © you. —This happineſs is unexpected. 


© —when will you come and dine 


„with me But why do T talk of 


1 dining — when will you come and 
% ſpend a week with me ?—we ſhalt 
6 he inſeparable. —JHow does ary: lit- | 
„ tle god-daughter? _ 

„Was not this kind — mort, he 


loaded me with profeſſions. of friend- 7 
thip—and would not Fart with es” 
By widow. 
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8 The WOMAN of LeTTERS; or, 


without a promiſe of ſpending Thur. 
day next at the abbey ; on which day, 


being his birth- day, there is to be a 


grand entertainment. Never did I 


ze ſo much joy expreſt in any coun- 


tenance, as in my old friend's, on his 
firſt recollecting me. In ſhort, my 


child, I ſhould never have done, were 
I to tell you all his kind looks, and 
kind words.—At parting, he gave me 


a moſt hearty ſhake by the hand.— 
What a noble ſoul does that man poſ- 
ſels you fee he ſcorns to forget an 
EE old friend in adverſity “. My appear- 


ance, 


* The extreme Simplicity, and uncommon 


goodneſs of heart (un-hackney'd in the ways of 
mankind) of the wor thy Mr. Belton, deceiv'd him 
greatly in his opinion of the baronet, who was, to 


uſe the faſhionable phraſe, quite a © Man of the 


World; —to which in his character was added, 


all the llattering falſehood of a courtier.—“ My 


dear Sir, what can I do to ſerve you ?* was eter- 


nally in his mouth :—the kind looks and words, 


which had ſo much tranſported the poor honeſt 
agcelurate, are, alas! mighty cheap, and were the 
„ chief commodities in which this Gentleman dealt. 
R He! had lately amaſs'd, yg the moſt extortionable 
10 £9 Methods, 


Ad LT © 


5 


Hiſtory of Faxxy BELTON, go 


ance, though ſhabby, was no objec 


tion you ſee, to a renewal of our old 


friendſhip cn friendſhip: which bids. 


defiance to time and long diſtance. — 


But what pleas' d me more than all the 


reſt, were his kind enquiries after thee, 
my child, —L am convinc'd. he will do. 


methods, a great deal of money, . which he 
was going to bribe a neighbouring borough. In: 


fact, a greater hypocrite never exiſted, Ihe for- 


mer part of his life, which was only known to 


our good divine, had always been decent ;—and 


- was when he advanced in years, his avarice, and 
eal badnrſs of heart became moſt apparent but 
als, with his other vices, he always endeavoured 
to hide in 13 little deſerv'd the merit 

elton gave him of recollecting him, 
after ſo long an abſence; for, in truth, he re- 
member'd his perſon the moment he ſaw him ;— 
and his pauſe, as if he had not, and for which our 
good man aſcribed another motive, aroſe merely © 
from his conſidering if he /bo:v/4, or not, at once: 


poor Mr, 


diſoꝛun all knowledge of him. —He well remem-- 


ber'd the man to whom he ow'd a thouſand obli-- 


gations, and had long known the difficulties he: 


trad to contend witn, amidſt thoſe mountains. 
His chief vices were women and wine; . 


one might have imagin'd, his infaceble avarice 
would have kept him from the ths and his crazy 
conſtitution from the latter. s paſſion, or . 
— his god, was money. 


B. 5. eren, 
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10 The Woman of LeTTEeRs; or, 


great things for us both.—If Lady 


Branville was in the country, you 


thould go with me on Thurſday,—but 


as there will be only men, it will be 
improper.—I have, however, thought 


of a ſcheme, which will ſufficiently 
make known your literary talents to 


this dear friend.” 


Fou well know, my Lucy, my poor 
father's fbible in thinking too highly 
of his. Fanny's abilities, ſo I need * : 


no more on that head. 


„ You ſhall (continued the A" : 
man) write an ode on his birth-day, 


in which you ſhall introduce our con- 


i gratulations on his arrival i in this coun- 
try :—theſe, with an enumeration of 


His virtues, will be a good ſubject for 
5 your pen.” 


Dear Sir, ſaid L am I capable of 


ſuch a talk ?”” © 


„ Capable, child highly 7 Te 
This ode FE will preſent to him on his 
3 birth- 


a 


Hitary of Fanny BELTON. 5 "BY 


birth- day : : it will be a pretty compli- 
© ment,—He will then ſee,—and I am 
bs well convinc'd, will rewagd Our: me- 
U rit. : _ 1 
5 Wel ey friend, is not the arrival 
of this worthy gentleman a moſt happy 
event? — I doubt not, indeed, but that 
he will make the fortune of my poor 
father *. —1 am all ſpirits, a as + you muſt 5 
imagine. 
a * W, know you will rejoice wick me 
5" on this happy proſpect, which I think 
cannot fail of producing ſomething i 
perry favourable. —T don't mean, child, | 
that my ode will produce theſe: effects 
but certainly this good man ſettling. 
amongſt us, is a moſt deſirable event. 
I. imagine Lady Branville will foorr 
come down, and then I am to go W "1 
the abbey. 3 8 5 85 . _ 


* Te muſt be ima gin'd; that the innocent Pass „ 
ny, whoſe heart was Tmplicits pe backs as 1 3 
deceiu d in the baronet, as Her father.” r. 
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formances! — 
ther imaging 
eyes, and eite with the ſame par- 
tiality. 


nal y 
on my 8 you of every little 
circumſtance and event, which may 


12 The WOMAN of LETTERS; or, 


But at preſent I muſt haſten to con- 


clude; for this aforeſaid ode is to be 
no leſs than four ſheets of large pa- 


per, ſetting forth the virtues ef this 
reſpectable friend :—and I have alſo 


my Greek eclogues to Write over fair, 
which are to be preſented at the ſame 
time. Heaven grant, 


1e may be a man 
of learning and legters, that he may 
have a reliſh 2 theſe kind of per- 
at, alas! my dear fa- 
every one ſees with his 


I caphot, my * promiſe the; jour- 
u mention; but you may depend 


happen to your Fanny; which I ſhall 


do in a continued ſeries of letters, be- 
ginning at this time, and ſhall ſend 
| them as the ſhips ſet out for your part 
of the Hobs. © that I could leap the 


ſpace 


His n Brrron. = 1 


ſpace which ſeparates us. !—Methinks 
I tee you viſiting about in your Palan- 
quin*—and yet, I would lay a ſmall 
wagerg you would rather be running 
up yonder mountain, en the wild-- 
kids, pur Fanny. — 0 
Adieu. BK ſhall make no formal — 


75 concluſion, as it K needleſs to lay how _ 1 
85 much I am s 
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7 TELL, Lucy- the ode is finiſ n:: 
ed: it has coſt me, however, 
two fcepleſs nights; but I am amply, 
rewarded for my pains, by the com- 
mendations my dear father 1 18 RE: £ | 
to beſtow upon it though whether 
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* A kind of ſedan chair, in which the Ladies 2s 2 
in India make their viſits. TR. 


14 De WOMAN of LetTTERs; or, 


the baronet V il approve it, is ether 


matter. But genius and learning, for 
aught I know, may be as common 


among the fine folks in London, as it 
is as often found in the moſt obſcure 
retirement. I ſhould rather imagine 
lords and baronets, if they do not 


excel always themſelves in the belles 
lettres, never fail to patronize learn- 
ing in diſtreſſed merit *. 


O Lucy, had you ſeen me et my 


: father out on his little journey to the 
abbey, you would have been highly 
_ pleaſed, —He is juſt gone on foot,— 


ſeven long miles.—You uſed to tell 


me, you liked to ſee me adjulting his 
grey locks, and plaiting his neck 
cloth but then you never ſaw him ſo 
ſmart—quite a beau now! To ſay 
truth, old Martha and I had yeſterday 
been looking over his whole ward- 


* This ſentiment was owing to the great m 


licitly of this innocent 5 creature, —1l ime 
convinced her of her miſtake, 


is 


 Hiſtry of FAN xv BzLToN, 15 
robe, and we there found at laſt, 1 
coat which makes a tolerable appear- 

ance. A muſlin handkerchief of my 
own, I tied round his neck—his neck- 
cloths, alas! being no more.! put a 
new button to his] hat, and thoſe filver 
buckles you gave me in his ſhoes; and 
to finiſh all, I ran into the garden, 
and gathered a little noſegay of roſe- 
buds and ſweet-briar, which I would 
put in his boſom.—He gave mea kiſs 
at parting, and! is ſet out, in the higheſt 
ſpirits, with a bundle of my manu- 
ſcripts in his pocket poor good man! 
In his abſence, my venerable com- 
panion, Martha, is going with me to 
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viſit a poor fick family; and whilſt 


he is preparing ſome medicines which 

my father (the common phyſician of 
the village) has ordered for his pa- 
tients, I will employ thoſe minutes in 
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endeavouring to anſwer your queſtions - * 


in a former letter, relative to an aunt 55 
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of mine (my mother's ſiſter) I ſome- 
times have mentioned. 

You aſk me, my dear, why ſhe 
does not invite me to ſpend ſome time 
with her daughters, who are nearly 
of my age ?—lIn truth, I can give 
you no other . reaſon, than that I. 
ſuppoſe ſhe imagines the daughter og 
a poor country curate would diſgrace 
her children ; for you are to know the 
good lady holds her head not a little | 
high, on the ſtrength of having mar- 
ried a little country ſquire, who has 
ſince had a conſiderable fortune fall to 
him by the death of a relation; on. 
[3 . which account ſhe fancies herſelf ſo 
1 fine a Lady, that I aſſure you ſhe has 
RF taken no notice of any of us, almoſt 
fince I was a child. I believe you 
have. heard me ſay often, that my mo- 
*ther's was a /ove-match;. and that tho! 
the married the worthieſt man in the 
world, ſhe irrevocably diſobliged her 


parents, 
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parents, as he had no fortune. My 
aunt too thought fit to ſhew her diſ- 


approbation of the above ſtep. In fact, 
tho' the was herſelf reckoned very 
handſome in her youth, ſhe could never 


forgive my mother for two things; 
one, that ſhe poſſeſſed an uncommon 
| ſhare of beauty; and the other, that 
the got married ſome years before 


ber ſelf, who was much older. 


As to her huſband, he is a meer 
cypher in his own houſe :—a very in- 
offenſive being. One may juſtly ſay 
of him what Pope was pleaſed to ſay 


of our ſex in general, 


4 That he has no Character at all.” 


We, however, notwithſtanding their 
neglect, have had no particular quarrel _ 
with the family; and perhaps Iam a © . 
naughty girl, for ſpeaking in a licht- 
ing manner of the only relations 1 | 
have in the world wand to whom, _ 3 | 
af ter "2 8 | 


18 The Woman of LETTERS; or, 


after all, if a deplorable event ſhould 


happen, (which heaven avert !) could 


I fly for protection, but to this aunt ? 
But Martha waits, fo I mull lay down 
my pen tor the preſent. 


HSE SS + #4» # 


In Continuation. ] 


My father is return'd from the ab- 


bey—but, alas! in regard to my po- 
etry, I fancy was diſappointed.— He, 
poor man! believes every body ſees 
with the ſame partial eyes as himſelf; 
—or perhaps he choſe an improper 
time to preſent my ode *; for it ſeems, 


on 


* The amiable Fanny was fight i in her con- 
jecture, though ſhe knew not the real reaſon ; 
which was, that as money was always uppermoſt 

in the baronet's mind, fo he immediately, on 
poor Mr. Belton's preſenting his daughter's pro- 


ductions of her pen, prefaced with an affecting 


introduction in his diſcourſe of their diſtreſs, and 


of the friendſhip with which Sir Jaſper had been 


©... - pleaſed to honour him, the above Honourable 
8 3 at once concluded, that he was come 


to borrow a ſum of money; indeed he hardly ever 


faw 
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on juſt looking careleſaly at the title, 
he exclaimed, ** And can you really, 
Mr. Belton, imagine this girl will ever 
get any thing in this world by learn- 
|? ing and letters ?—It is ridiculous to 
F ſuppoſe it,—Greek eclogues will never 
I get her a huſband, take my word for 
it nor a thouſand odes make her 
fortune. — If the girl has memory 
and genius, get her upon the ſtage— — 
get her upon the ſtage.— Has ſhe a 
voice? Does ſhe ſing? — What is her 

figure ?—ls ſhe as handſome as her 
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ſaw a perſon | in . e AIEB. hour Rar . 1 
bouring ſuch a ſuſpicion, or a vich ſpendthrift, 8 1 
without hoping he was come to mortgage a part 
of his poſſeſſions. He was in the ſtricteſt ſenſe. 
what 1s called a man L4 the world; which, to uſe 
the inimitable Mr, Fielding” s words on this oc- 
cafion, “ is a man who dire&s his condu& in this 
world, as one who being fully perſuaded there 
is no other, is reſolved to make the moſt of this.“ 
He had always a very plentiful fund at com- 
mand, and of which he knew how to make a very "8 
plentiful advantage; ſometimes of the neceſſi. 
ties of private men, and ſometimes thoſe.of the - 
public. In fact, he firmly believed nothing oy 225 3 
in this world to be of any real uſe but 1 6 75 5 
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20 The WoMaA N of LETTERS; or, 
mother The Page is the only place, 
I repeat, to make her fortune. Ho 
old is ſhe * ?” | 
My father replied, with ſome emo- 

tion, My F anny upon the ſtage |— 
But you cannot, Sir Jaſper, be in ear- 
neſt.—You are a little merry with 
your old friend. —My child, I thank 
heaven, with the talents ſhe poſſeſſes 
(vou will pleaſe, my Lucy, to ob- 
ſerve it is a fond parent who ſpeaks) 
will, I truſt, have always a refource 
from her writings, without going on 
the ſtage. — The ſtage, indeed! = 1 
could hardly think of ſending ſo 
lovely a young creature into cer rtain 
deſtruction TF. 


* There was 3 in the behaviour of 
the baronet on this occaſion which would have 
offended highly many other men; but the excel- 
lent Mr. Belton might be called ſimplicity itſelf,” 
He was of that order of mortals, to whom na- 
ture hath denied the gall of paſſion. | 
I The reader will here naturally allow for the 
effuſions of the fond heart of this doating parent. 
to his old friend. 2 ; 
© Indeed! 
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22 Y Fanur BeLron, 21 
Indeed! (ſaid the baronet) | is the 


ſo very lovely ?” 


The exact image of my Harriet, 


(replied my father) on her wedding- 
day ; the ſame bloom, the ſame ſweet- 
nels. You remember my Harriet, 
my old friend, the day you gave the 
ball in Kent, when you came of age— 
ſhe ſung with your ſiſter: — My Fanny 
too ings like a little angel: : — She 


warbles her native wood notes wild, 4 


untaught.” 


Sings too, does the ? aid the ba- 


ronet, an how old is ſhe?” 


« Fifteen and a half: but then he 
is very tall of her age her mother 


you remember, Sir Jaſpar, was tall.“ 


This girl, (interrupted the baros | 


netz) but fifteen and a half I- indeed, 
. thought ſhe had been more—that _ 
is young—very young—I muſt con- 
feſs, to have acquired the learning ſhe 


has fifteen and a half indeed py. 
5 60 Here, 


22 The WOMAN of LETTERS; or, 


„Here my Fanny,” continued my 
father to me, the good baronet fell 
into a little muſing. No doubt no | 
doubt, but, -abtonithed at your early 
literature, he was forming ſome little 
plan for our future eſtabliſhment and 
comfort *. 

«© T told him i in mort,“ continued 
my father, „that I had made your | 

education (having no ſon) the chief | | 
amuſement of my life; that you was 
perfectly acquainted with Latin and : 
Greek, as well as French and Italian; 

that you had diſcovered an amazing 

_ thirſt for letters, at a very early age: 

Et fix, I told my old friend, I had 
made you my little librarian ; your 

chief delight being in claſſing every 

75 ee in my ſtudy, or ſitting with a 


„The baronet was, indeed, forming at that 
moment a little plan: —a ſudden thought occured 
to him, but not quite of ſo meritorious a nature 


us his poor old friend, from the — of his 
| IE * own keart, imagined, 


folio. 
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folio before you, at an age when other 


children are playing with their toys. 


Some company coming in (for the 


above diſcourſe was by ourſelves) the 
converſation became general: but 1 
received, the Whole day, continual 


proofs of my worthy friend's kind 


| notice. At dinner, my Fanny, he 


helped me with his own hands :— 


and what pleaſed me more than all the 
reſt was, when took leave to come 
away, he roſe and wrung me by the - 
hand, faying, in a whiſper, tell my 


little god-daughter, I will come and 


thank her for her ode; the firſt fine 


evening I will take an airing, and have 
a ſillabub in your little garden.”— 


Was not this kind? 1 ſhall expect him 
in a day or two. Let old Martha, . 
my Fanny, get the little parlour +__ 
in good order; and your drawings 5 
| thall be hung up: — no matter for 
their not having frames. —I will ſend 

5 rn 


24 The WOMAN of LETTERS; or, 


for Goodman Grover to-morrow 
morning early, to mow the graſs-walk 


and to clip the edges, and you and I, 


my darling, will ſee and get the ivy 
bower in order, and tie up the honey- 
ſuckles and eglantines round the little 
arbour in the wilderneſs :—for if the 


day ſhould prove warm, when we are 


honoured with the company of our 


reſpectable gueſt, he will perhaps pre- 
fer ſitting there to the houſe. I can- 
Not do too much for him.” 

Well, Lucy, i is it not a moſt lakes 
event, that this worthy Gentleman 


ſhould thus remember his old friend- 


ſhip to my father ? bleſſings on him 


| 1 ſay I.—Not but I was a little 
 mettled at what he mentioned to the 


good man about the „age: but my 
father aſſures me he only was joking. 
* * * * * e * * * * * * * * 


We have been turning our little : 
cottage quite topſyturvy. The par- 
| „ lour 


e 
„er r 
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of Martha's contrivance: in ſhort, 


. gance. My poor father i 1s helping to 


| cut hedges, raking gravel over the walk 
| _ -which leads to the garden wicket, and 


ſeeing the lane iS made in good order 
for Sir Jaſper's carriage, 


Thus far I wrote laſt night. This 


morning my father has received a let- 
ter from our rector, in —hire. 
| Such a letter! what Seidel yet 


what meanneſs ! my poor dear parent 
was a good deal hurt on peruſing it; 


—but he juſtly remorked, if we have 
loſt him for a friend, (a Friend though 


| cannot call him) it is a moſt lucky 


circumſtance, - that the good baronet 


at the abbey will more than compen= 
tate for his loſs,” 


Yot. bh: Nee 


jour is decorated with a baſon of 
flowers, and a ſmall window- curtain 


Lucy, we ſhall ſoon bid fair for ele- 


„ ˙ 0 ˙ wes 


r N . 


rr <P pen, Fo 


ON, 4 


—_— y_— 
* 


— 9. —2 
—— r 


r 
—_— — — 1 


-— a 


*.* 
N 


N U * 3 - ry 
— je me po," —— 
- -f C 
at tele» WA od IT Cy PERS 2 2 
% - — wwe j « 
_ 


23 <> 4 6s 


oy — - 
La Ts _ _ —— 


3 
3 


"A — — 
* P —— 


** 


— — 
* n 


* 2 * * 2 * 
* 2 05 , 
- i „ oo * 
4 * re 
— INE ron NS — | 


_— 


—— — 
r 2 7 . 
- * 


2222 — 


» 4 A _ "= * — py pe . 2 — 
OE ” * 7 * - 8 A 
. 1 > . 2 Gl y \ 2 2 ax — 
5 —— 1 2 ns 4 
" ** — 4 — — 2 OO "I GT 4 8 D 
: * , . 2 1 — of — 
2 1 MS AE — — 4» 3 LS = 33 Pl. Ag sf; "© 1 
: > 


26 The WOMAN of LETTERS; or 


Never did I read ſuch a letter! but 


T will tranſcribe it for Fun Prey. 
it is as follows: 


Mr. Belton, 


Tam amazed at your aſſurance, in. 
aſking me to raiſe the ſalary of your 


cure to twenty five pounds per annum; 


you ſay the diſtance of the churches 
being ten miles aſunder, renders it 
fatiguing at your advanced time of 
life. What is that to me? at this 


preſent- time I could have the cure 


ſerved for fifteen pounds per annum: 


and I give you, this notice, that I 


intend to cloſe with the offer: —in ſix 
months time, therefore, 3 expect you 


to quit the premiſes ; which I hope 


you wall leave in as good repair as you 


found them. You mention in a for- 


mer letter your having had ſome 
; writing lameneſs, and that walking 
rom the ſeparate churches was full 


woch for your ſtrength ;—what then 5 
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ably expect | from” 


Hiſfttry of Fanny BELTON. 27 
— do you really expect I ſhould find 


you a horſe? —or allow you five 


pounds yearly for that purpoſe ?— 


neither of which ſhall J do. 


I ſhall not, however, be againſt | 
: giving you a recommendatory letter 
if you hear of a cure, ſuch as your 
too ſanguine hopes perhaps may dic- 


tate to you; and I give you full fix 


months to make an enquiry, which 


is all the indulgence you can reaſon- 


Your s, Nc 


Proud man what a letter land 
yet this man, with this wretched par- 
fimony, has above a thouſand pounds 
a-year z-and married not long ſince 

a lady with twenty thouſand: pounds 
fortune. think Shakeſpeare, among” 
his evils' of life, reckons as one 858 
the greateſt, | 
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28 The Woman of LETTERS; ar 


l „„ Fhe whips and ſcorns E 

j 00 Which patient men of the unworthy takes.” : 

| ee Well,” faid my poor father, God 
W- be bleſſed for all things.—As to the | 
[| cure it is by no means eligible ;—but 3 

I own to you, Fanny, I ſhall feel all , 


the tenderneſs of a parent, when I 
leave my honeſt pariſhioners : they all 
love me] look on them as my chi- 

dren. Providence, my dear daughter, 

_ will befriend us, I doubt not. 3 Z 
1 am growing old apace, yet — 
Perceiving a tear gliſtening in his 

: aged eye, I interrupted him. 

My beloved father, let us rather 
rejoice than beſtow one ſingle thought 
of uneafineſs on this event.—Have 
you not your Fanny, whoſe little 
talents you have ſo far cultivated, 
that I am convinced we cannot fail of 
means of ſupport?—T will write night 
and day: — Nay, if that fails, I will 
work my fingers to the bones for you. 
5 e 


133 


Hiſtory of FAN N BeELTON. 29 
I am not ſo very a book-Worm, but 
] can turn my hand to other matters; 
—you Know our good Martha has in- 
ſtructed me.—We ſhall do well, my 
father, — better than ever ;—cheer then 


your dear heart, and let us look for- 
ward with | joyful hope.” 


He claſped me in his arme—we 
both ſhed tears: ſuch tears, I be- 
lieve the rich never enjoy. I fay enjoy, 
| becauſe there is a luxury in the effu- 
ſions of the heart on theſe occaſions, 
= which ſcenes of diftreſs « can only ex- 


| cite. 


to ſend him every year a large quantity 
of potted moor-game, for which this 
part of the country is famous, and 
which we have accordingly procured 


C 25 him; 


Soon after I ſaid, “ I delten I "A 

found out the real cauſe of Doctor 
5 gable's pigue. You know, my dear 
father, he is remarkably fond of good 


eating; and has always requeſted us 
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30 The WOMAN of LETTER S or 


him; till laſt year, by ſome accident, 


fault not eaſily forgiven.—Depend on 
it, my dear Sir, I have hit on the 


which runs throughout his odious 
letter.“ 
My father ſmiled;- my, as charity 


is ever the moſt predominant principle 


others. 


Goble. —Put adieu—acicu for the pre- 
gent. * 


„* 


Tour's, 


FRANcES BrLTox. 


our annual preſent was forgot to be 
ſent.— This, to ſuch an epicure, is a 


> Op 18 


very cauſe of that air of diſpleaſure, 


in his guiltleſs boſom, told me 1 
ſhould never preſume to judge of the : 
motives that lead to the actions of 


80 much, my Lucy, for Doctor 


LETTER 
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Hiſtory ef Fanny BzLTON. 31 


LETTER . 


2 * ©: 

E are in daily expeQation, my 
friend, of a viſit from this 

worthy baronet. Our garden | is neat- 

neſs itſelf for his reception. —I own, 
after all, I ſhall figh when I leave this 
© little peaceful ſpot. My chief re- 
1 gret, however, will proceed from this 
| reaſon; becauſe, in theſe ſcenes of ru= 
ral ! innocence, I have ſo often enjoy" N 


the company of my Lucy. 


ce In yonder wood we walk'd, 
6 And, by the bank of yonder brook, 
& Sat careleſs at our eaſe,” 


1 1 0 no doubt but my father win 47 15 
ſoon hear of ſome more advantageous - 
ſettlement, where Good Heaven, 5 


here comes indeed our noble gueſt ! 


How unfortunate i is it, that my father 
4 is juſt gone this morning to chriſten 
8 ee 


* 


32 The WOMAN of LETTERS; , 

a child !—for he imagined the even- 
ing would be the time for our viſiter. 
— What ſhall I do ?—my cap half off! 
— Heavens! how I trem ble But 1 
muſt run down. 


* * * * * EE * * * * * * 


Well, Fanny, (methinks I hear 
my Lucy aſk, © how do you like your 
viſiter ?” Indeed, not at all, Not but 
be behav'd very civil, and with great 
complaiſance; but he has not that 
expreſſion of benevolence, and open 
neſs in his countenance, which is ſo 
very apparent in my father 8, and in 
wany of the poor peaſants (the only 
people indeed I fee) in this neigh- 
bourhood. This gentleman has what 
Pope calls, . 


« A round, unthinking Face; 


and yet there appears in it, a fort of 
cunning—I don't know what ,—He 
appears to be betwixt fifty and ſixty. 
. oy 
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Milo of Fanny Betron. 3; 
I ran down as I told you,—and 
made my beſt curteſy, bluſhing like 
fcarlet.— He advanced, and ſaluted 
me ;—telling me at the time, that as 
my god-father, he was entitled to take 
that liberty. — Was not this an ho- 


our? 


He ſtar d Indeed well he mighe, . 
for I made a very aukward appear- 
ance; and I was ſich a figure !—my 
hair about my ears,—a little round- 

_ ear'd cap, as uſual, on one fide—my 5 
old ſprigg'd jacket, too, (you remem- 
ber it) was pinn'd careleſsly. 5 

He brought no gentlemen with 

him, of 1 I was glad; for I was 
aſham'd enough of my li bes 

fore Sir Jaſper alone. He was pleas' 3 

to compliment me on my poetry, &c. 
and talked to me about the learned Boas 

languages. —He aſk'd meif ! neverread 

: Ovid ?—and that he would lend me 
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ſome new books. — Was not this 
kind! 2% 
I ſhew'd him our garden, and my 
whole collection of tulips and carna- 
tions. — But, dear me, how aſham' d 
was I, when he took hold of a lock 
of my hair, and told me, the fine la- 
dies in London would give half they 
were worth for one of thoſe ringlets of 
mine, of which I ſeem” d not to know 
the real value. 
I bluſh'd—but anſwer” d innocent- 


5 ly, though with ſome ſpirit, © Do 


the fine ladies then, Sir, ſhew any de- 
gree of care, or ſolicitude, for what 


they can derive no merit from ?” 
He ſeem' d, 1 thought, a little dis- 
concerted. 

At length my father arriv 3 
5 joy' d, as you may imagine, to ſee his wy 
5 This old debauchee, enchanted with his prey, 
intended firſt to poiſon her mind, as he found her 


paſſion was books: but found, from her 7 Kxicinelſs: 
- of education, he muſt act cautiouſly. - A 
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Tlicſbory of Faxxv BELTON, 35 


old friend. Sir Jaſper made an un- 


reafonable long viſit, -ſtay'd till paſt 
three o'clock in the afternoon, and 
then went home to dinner at that late 
hour. But fine folks, I ſuppoſe, are 
different from the other part of the 
world. —My father and I fat down 
with great comfort, to our little ſim- 


ple repaſt of ſallad and eggs. But 1 


ſhould obſerve to you, that the ba- 


ronet, at parting, whiſper'd ſomething 
about an angel —1 could not make 5 
- out what. | 


* * * * * * * * * * * K 4 * * 
6 2 4 * * * * * 


A week has now ; paſs” d, my Lucy, 


every day of which my father has 

been at the abbey, or his friend here 
with us. Surely this intimacy will 
produce ſomething advantageous. to 


my beloved parent. _ keen grant it 
may! 0 5 
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36 The WOMAN LETTERS] r. 
We have had this morning another 
viſit from the baronet; and had a long 
diſcourſe upon books, the fubſtance 
of which, I will endeavour to give 


you. 


When the above gentleman came 


in, he found me reading a Greek Epic- 
tetus, and a Homer, in the ſame lan- 


Seger laying by me. ; 


Good heavens “' faid he” * why 


5 do you let this girl, Harry, (for ſo he 
calls his old friend) pore her eyes out 


with theſe dead authors ?—To what 
purpoſe. filling her head thus, with 


what can never, in real life, be of ſer- 
vice ils ſhe to form her manners 


after the heroines who might, 
might not exiſt ſome thouſand years 


-ago?—Her head will be full of no- 


thing but battles, and other events 


that a woman has nothing to do with.“ 


It is her Heart, replied my fa- 
ther, he * L would form to the moſkex- 


Hiftory of F ANNY BErLTON. 37 


alted height of virtue; which I am 
convinced is no where to be met with, 225 
or treated of, in fo . a manner, 

E as in thoſe divine authors. : 
| Here my dear father, who you know 
is quite an enthuſiaſt, when Homer, 
or Virgil, or any of the excellent an- 
cient authors are mention'd, talk'd 


very learnedly. 


Wen, fad the baronet, we: you 
' ſhall never make me believe, but that 
your daughter would ſooner form her 
taſte by reading ſome of our own mo- 
dern poetry, and other elegant per- 


formances, in the Engliſh language. 


J am not, my friend, continued he, 
going to recommend improper ſtu- 


dies: no- would not, for the world, 


ſhe ſhould have her taſte corrupted: 


ECbut, really we have a great number 


of elegant little hiſtories, which would 
form her ſtyle, —and give her a kind 
of manner —a ſentimental would, 


1 de- 


4 Rs FOR a ** / 
; K PY $5 W f FD na Wa 8 . 
r . 
ds ky. RN * : 1 * * 
— * . 


x... N 
ww . 5 an 
— 8 2 

K . 


: A Ee i ae ae 
a — 


38 The Woman f Levrenss , 


1 declare, if ſhe was my own child, 
amuſe her mind, ſometimes, with a 
little eaſy writing. —I believe I have 
got Roufleau's Eloiſa,—and a few 
others of the fame kind, all written 
with great elegance. Fanny, vou 
hall come and look over my library, 


and chuſe for yourſelf.” 


I thank you, my good old friend,” 


faid my father, „but I can by no 
means approve. of that eaſy kind of 
writing you talk of. I know nothing 
of that Eloiſa you mention; it may, 
or may not, have its merits but, in 
general, many of thoſe books of amuſe- 
ment are written with a dangerous 
elegance.” 


25 Dangerous! © faid the baronet, 
ws why I hope you don't imagine I 


would. give her a fondneſs for any 
ſuch! You miſtake me; Harry—you 
miſtake me very widely,” 
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Hiſtory of FANNY Barros. 39 

* In the execution of thoſe per form- 
ances, returned my father,“ there 
is great difficulty in drawing the cha- 
raters properly. —-I will venture to 

declare, that there are many charac- 
ters to be met with, that are by no 
means fit for exhibition. If an author 
draws his portraits from real life in 
the groſs, he may ſo blend the good, 
and bad qualities together, as to ren- 
der them equally conſpicuous ; and it 
is to be fear'd, a young mind may 
loſe the abhorrence of the wices, in "— 
review of the virtues. I do not ſay, . 
bad characters ſhould not be exhibit- 
ed; on the contrary, vice ſhould be 
2 : but then, its deformities 


ſhould be ſo diſpoſed, as to excite our 


contempt and hatred: for if the graces 
of gaiety, and the ſprightlineſs of wit, 
are permitted to throw a veil over 

them, there is danger leſt the mind, 
not ſufficiently on its guard, mould 
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fiter, © you talk very ſentimentally. 
RI. You. 


49 The WOMAN of LETTERS; or, 


be mis-led by the deception „and hexe 


be reconcil'd to it. 


2 ery true very true, ſaid sir 5 


Jaſper: :I agree with you in think- 


ing, it is impoſſible the mind of 3 
young girl can imbibe too ſtrict, too 
ſevere notions of virtue. And what 


does my little god- daughter (for ſo 


he often calls me) ſay upon this ſub- 
ject | dn d 


0 I 2s not pretanid;” replied I, 


looking down, * to be a critic ; but 
it certainly is not ſufficient, in works 
of amuſement, that the narrative ob- 
ferves the preſcriptions of nature and 
probability, unleſs it affords at the 
time, ſome moral inſtruction, that 
may exalt humanity, improve our ideas 
of virtue, and by ſtrengthening hope, 
teach us to bear the calamities of life 
with patience and reſignation.” 


„Upon my word,” faid our vi- 
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You will preach as well as your fa. 
ther ſoon.— But come, enough of 


books; let us take a turn in the gar- 
de n*, 57 


curious letter he deſired my father 
would not ſuffer one uneaſy moment 


him, in ſhort, his fortune was made. 


Bleſſings on this worthy knight! 


(you remember it, do you not, my 


Lucy?) where the above good gen- 


tleman re-iterated his promiſes of 
what he would do for my father. 
1 am very moderate, my dear 
friend, ſaid that excellent parent, 


20 my deſires of preferment one 


* This vile hypocrite, found his ſcheme of. 

pernicious books, to a mind fo early ſtrengthen'd 
by reading the moſt ſublime, and virtuous authors 
of antiquity, muſt be changed into other methods: 


methods well known to this bad man, whoſe fa- 
vorite vice it was to ſeduce the young. and in- . 


ndeent. 


auge 


2 of Faxny Bziwox. 41. 


The baronet read Doctor Sable 'E 
upon that head and a8 good 48 told : 


Me fatdown in the little ivy 8 a 


R pl gr. T2, - 


laſt. 


42 The WomaAN of LETTERS; or, 


ſingle hundred a year is the utmoſt of 


my ambition.—I amwell convinced I 


could lay up full half that yearly for 
my F; anny.—I ive but for my child, 


—my 4little darling—the delight of 
my ſoul.—If it ſhould pleaſe heaven 


to ſpare my life, till ſhe is ſettled in 
the world, I ſhall die content :—and 


ſhould the great diſpoſer of all events 


call me hence to-morrow, I leave her 
rich, my friend, —rich in learning, vir- 
tue, —and ſpotleſs innocence. 


Dear Sir!” ſaid I, weeping, 5 you 


diſtreſs me—do not talk of dying.“ 
Indeed this ſubje& was too affecting 

I even thought I ſaw a tear gliſ- 
ten in the eye of our kind, benevo- 


lent friend *. 


„„ 


3 fartaight has, paſt ſince I dated 
I muſt tell you that I am to 8⁰ 
® Miſtaken, lovely innocent! 


Hiſtory of Fanny BELTON, 43 


to the abbey l fear your Fanny will 


grow a proud girl.—You will won 
der to hear me talk of the above- men- 


tioned viſit, but you are to know, 


there are ſome ladies (relations of Sir 


Jaſper) come down from London, to 
reſide ſome time there—very fine folks 


I hear. My father was there laſt 
night when they arrived and to 
day, this very day, Lucy, the good 
baronet has ſent an invitation for us to 
dine there.— I fay us, becauſe your 


humble ſervant was particularly men- 


tion'd. How ſhall I do to appear be- 
fore ſuch fine ladies ?—what can I do 
about dreſs ? my little ſtraw hat, with 
the blue ribbons you gave me, my 
dear, is the top of my finery.—As 
Lady Branville is ill in London, "6: 
find theſe ladies, who are her near re- 
lations, Sir Jaſper has requeſted to 
ſpend the ſummer months with him. 
One is, [ underſtand, a widow, a Lady 
Murray; 
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44 The WomaN of LETTERS; or, 


Murray; and the other her niece, a 

Miſs Gordon, an heireſs of great for- 
tune, who is come down for her 

health. In my next, I will give you 
an account of my vitit, which I hear- 
tily wiſh was over. How do I deteſt 
ſuch form and ceremony lO Lucy, 
inſtead of it, that I were going to 

meet you at the little ſtile, in the 
: 18 Thus devoutedly wiſhes 


Your faithful | 


LETTER W. 


faſhionable 


. Þ, 


\O my joy, our viſit is over. I 
told you, my friend, I would 
give you ſome account of theſe fine 
ladies ;—their converſation was by no 
means ſo agreeable as I expected to 
find it very trifling indeed !—we had 
not one word of books ; but the 


| Hiſtory ef Fanxy BELTON. 7 $$ 
faſhionable topic of public amuſe- 
ments, dreſs, &c. ſeemed their fa- 
vourite ſubjects, which, you will be- 
lieve, to neither my father nor me 
could afford any entertainment. 
Lady Murray appears betwixt forty 
and fifty; and J fancy has been hand- 
ſome: but the has a look with her 
eyes I never ſaw ſuch a look—a ſort 
of confident ſtare. But am I not an 
ungrateful girl, to give my opinion in 
this manner of a good lady, who be- 
haved to me with the greateſt kindneſs 
and affability ?—But T fancy I had | 
| raiſed my ideas of what (from my 
| reading) I imagined a real fine lady 
ſhould be, to too high a pitch of ele- 
cance of manners and refinement; per- 
hands beyond what does really exiſt in 
our modern fine ladies j they differ, IT 
fancy, widely from thoſeGrecian dames 
and heroines of antiquity, of which 
my authors are 1o full of their enco- 
miums. 


miums.—The race of Andromaches, I 
fear, is extinct. 


The niece of Lady Murray (Miſs 


Gordon, the great heireſs) is a very 


ſprightly young lady ;—and was very 


_ affable and free to me: —not the leaſt 


pride, for ſhe got acquainted in a mo- 


ment. She has the moſt lovely com- 
plexion imagination can form ;—ſuch 
beautiful red and white :—I have 
heard of pale-faced ladies of quality, 
but the ſweet bloom of Miſs Gordon 
makes that ſentiment ill-grounded. 
She is certainly very handſome, but 
yet ſhe wants, in my poor opinion, 
that expreſſive ſenſibility of counte- 


nance— that animation of features, 


which is the moſt powerful charm. 


O Lucy, if you had ſeen the head- 


dreſſes of theſe fine ladies —a yard ; 
high at leaſt—powdered and curled to 
ſuch a degree! what a ridiculous: 
faſhion 1 aſtoniſhing to me that they 


a 


Hiory of Fanny BerTON. 


do not imagine the moſt elegant dreſs 
q | derives its greateſt beauty from neat- 


neſs and ſimplicity. They ſtared 


upon me—my aukward figure, and 
| homely garment (a clean linen gown) 


; they doubtleſs thought plain enough; 


| —and, in good truth, their dreſs ap- 


peared as ſtrange to me. 


How I bluſhed when I was pre- 


ſented to them I the baronet made 


me 0 aſhamed! 


See, ladies, my pretty god- 


; Po: '—he Was pleaſed to ſay. 


They made me many flattering 
| compliments; and Sir Jaſper told 
| Miſs Gordon ſhe muſt tell me how 
to manage thoſe artleſs ringlets (as he 
| called them) that hung in my neck; 
and ſhe very obligingly ſaid, ſhe would _ 
do every thing in her power te ſerve 


me. Kind, was it not ? 


She is, I find, a vaſt fortune. Vo 
Murray appeared ſo delighted with 


my 
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48 The Won of LevTERS; 85 
my father, that (on his leaving the 


room to take a turn in the garden) 
ſhe told Sir Jaſper, ſhe would herſelf 
ſpeak to the biſhop of W— 


ſome preferment. In mort, Ly; 


we are made, 


Bleſs me what have we here ? —_Y 


an elegant carriage the ladies, the 


ladies I throw down my pen 
imagine my confuſion Martha where 


are you? the poor ſoul is gone out, 


L how unfortunate !_ 


EE „ „ „ 4 „ „ „„ 
Our noble viſiters, all condeſcenſi- 


on, were pleaſed to expreſs they were 
delighted with our little cottage :— 
they ran into every corner of the 


houſe and garden: I culled the 


choiceſt noſegays for each of my moſt 
Ro beautiful carnations; Land they had 


a fillabub in the ivy bower.— Miſs 


; Gordon was in high ſpirits, and ſays 
1 muſt come and ſpend a night or 
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two at the abbey with her :—1 am to 
fleep with her . What an honour !— 


in ſhort, ſhe is all affability.— The 
good lady Murray took my hand, and 
talked to me in ſo kind and maternal 
2 manner, that I was quite affected. 
The worthy baronet was with them: 


—he began a little romping with Miſs 
Gordon, and with me, while the old 


lady and my father were deeply en- 
gaged in a converſation about ſome 
religious matters. Adieu we are 


going to-morrow to return this viſit, 


„ „ * * * „ „ „ * 1 * * * 


| Auguft 8. 


| Ten days, my ſweet friend, have 
paſſed, in not one of which have I 
had time to take up my pen, as the 
above ladies have been often here, or 
we at the abbey, I have not yet 
paſſed a night there. Miſs Gordon 


is almoſt angry with my formality, as 


You. I. 9 ſhe 


So The Woman of LETTERS; or, 

the calls it; but my father has a cold 
hanging about him, and does not ap- 
pear in perfect health: not that he 
is ill, but he ſeems rather low in 


ſpirits, on which account I cannot 
bear to leave him—as the prattle of 
his F anny may be fome little amuſe- 
ment . 


| Sir Jaſper: has juſt called here, to 
tell us he intends taking the ladies, 
now the weather is fine, to tee ſome 


It may be cd perhaps, that the good 


man had ſeen ſomething in the behaviour of the 


baronet, with regard to his Caughter, which might 
have awakened his ſuſpicions, and conſequently 
made him very'unhappy :—but, in truth, the ſim- 
Pets the rectitude, and purity of his uncorrupted 

eart, was fo great, that the leaſt ſhadow of ſuch 


a thought had never entered his head. He had in 


reality all the implicity, as well as all the learning 
of a parſon Adams, The vile wretch, whom he 
believed his friend, was too artful to take any 


freedoms, but of the moſt innocent kind. He 


knew the ſeverity of virtue, in which the lovely 
girl had been educated—and found his diabolical 


plot muſt be carried on with great circumſpection. 
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of the gentlemen's ſeats in the neigh- 
bouring county, particularly the caſ- 
tle of Llandardy, which is eſteemed 
a curious work of antiquity :—and 
he deſires my father will let me par- 
take of this little jaunt, as there will 
bea corner of their coach to ſpare; and 
{auch another opportunity may poſſibly ; 
never offer. Indeed, I am much o-. 
bliged to the baronet ſor thinking of 
me on this occaſion, —He ſays the la- 
dies will not be refuſed, and my fa- 
ther, as you will imagine, with great "FN 
pleaſure aſſented to this propoſal. —He = 
now ſeems perfectly to have recovered 9 
his late lowneſs, and cold, ſo that I 3 
can have no objection, as the baronet 8 ö | 
has promiſed I ſhall retura in the — 


evening. 
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my dear father could be of the party, 


collation 1 1s to be carried, which Miſs 


our little excurfion.—l heartily wifh 


as my pleaſure would be heightened 


if he could partake it with his Fanny : 
but, unfortunately, the baronet has 
fixed on a day in which my father is 


engaged, being obliged to attend 4 


funeral at his other church. 


We are to dine on Monday, it ſeems, 
in the fine park belonging to Lord 
„at Fair-wood Hall. A cold 


Gordon defires may be quite in the 


rural taſte, as ſhe is very fond of the 


country. It will be a delightful ex- 
curſion We are to ſet out carly.—I 


aſſure you, my Lucy, I think I am 
not a little honoured with mon made 
one of this agreeable party, 


Adieu have a number of little 
things to do, therefore 1 know you | 
will 1 


Hiftory of Fanny Brrrox. -0F 


will at preſent excuſe a longer letter, 


from 
Your affectionate, 
5 and very happy, 


FANNY, 


i 


LETTER V. 


Friday, ug. 14. 
| O MY friend ! how ſhall I ſuffi- | 


N ciently execrate this vile this = 


ſhocking wretch !—this horrid Bran- 
ville Alas! the excurſion he pro- 
poſed was only the moſt wicked plot, 
that can be imagined, to ſeduce 1 your 
poor Fanny,—who, but for the! inter- 


vention of a wonderful providence, 


which enabled me to eſca e from the 


horrid wretch, muſt—mufl have been 
inevitably ruined Ves, praiſed be 
Heaven, I am innocent, unſullied.- — 
But, ah my Lucy, what words can”. 

2 3 1 1 find — 


£4 The Woman of Levrens; ors 


I find to paint my exceſs of grief, at 
finding, on my return, my poor, my 
dear, deceived parent extremely 111 
I fear dangerouſſy ſo—a violent fever. 
lam almoſt diſtracted.— I am watch 
ing by his bed-fide, like a frantic crea- 
ture.—Whilft he is dropt ina ſlumber, 
1 take up my pen to inform you of 
theſe ſhocking particulars.— O, Lucy! 
the poor old man has been delirious ! 
—his illneſs entirely cauſed by having, 
the day I ſet out on this horrid ſcheme, 
been inform'd, that I was carried off 
by his vile pretended friend, for the 
worſt of purpoſes, under a falſe pre- 
tence ; and that thoſe women from 
London were no other than vile im- 
poſtors creatures at his devotion — 
ſent for down on purpoſe to aid and 
aſſiſt the ſhocking ſcheme! —What 
news for my poor wretched parent |— : 
it ſtruck his heart with—I cannot 
write the ſad—ſad apprehenſions of 
my 


Hiſtory of Fanny BELTON. 8 5 
my boding ſoul.—0, if it ſhould 
pleaſe heaven to take him from his 
Fanny !—ah, Lucy—1 ſhudder at that 
thought. 


Iwill now endeavour to give you a 


few particulars of this horrid affair :— 
but firſt let me ſee if my deareſt parent 
{till fleeps.—Yes, my Lucy, he re- 


mains in a ſweet and profound flum- 


ber—may it be propitious! I write 
this on my knees (leſt my poſture of 
moving ſhould diſturb him) by the ſide 
of his pillow.— And now, my friend, 


I ſhall proceed with my ſtory. _ 

The poſt-coach and four of the 
vileſt of men (I need not mention who 
that is) with himſelf, and thoſe pre- 
tended ladies in it, call'd for your 


Fanny early in the : morning. My 
poor, good, deceived father, conducted 


me to the coach, and committed me 


to the care of his falſe friend. —He 
D4. - _-  wrung 


$6 The Woman of LETTERS; or, 
wrung his hand, ſaying, As ſhe i is 


in your hands I am eaſy.” 
I know not why, but on the coach 
driving from our little gate, a ſenſa- 
tion of ſadneſs, I had never before ex- 
perienc'd, ſeiz d my heart, and I felt 
a ſudden tear ſpringing to my eye.— 
The odious baronet was in amazing 
high ſpirits:—he caught my hand. 
and kiſſed it with a kind of tranſport, 
—I don't know how—and made many 
compliments on my appearance — that 
he never ſaw me ſo beautiful, and a 
deal of ſtuff of that kind. 
I The coach drove at a great rate, and 
by noon we arriv'd at Lord M—'s 
fine ſeat and gardens, in the next 
county. — Here we alighted; and after 
having ſeen the houſe, it was propoſed 
by the vile women, that we ſhould 
eat the cold collation, which was car- 
ried in the coach, in a little hermit- 
age in the park during which, this 
ſhocking 
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ſhocking party behaved with fo much 
freedom to each other, that I was 
| quite ſurprized ; ,—and their converſa- 

tion, methought, ſeem d wonderfully N 
free, and indeed, upon the libertine 
order: but as I had often heard, that 


ladies, in high life, were ſometimes 
bold, and made uſe of a liberty of 


ſpeech which might occaſion cenſure, | | 
I thought it,, at the time, no other = 
than the falkionable modes of expreſ = 
ſion among ſuch fine folks. At din- 1 
ner (I have ſince recollected) and after | 
1t, the vile Branville endzavour'd, and 1 
almoſt obliged me to drink a glais of 9 
rich foreign wine he had brought. — 1 
I cannot expreſs the i importunity with '4 


which he tried. to perſuade me to ac- 
cept it; but I moſt providentially 6 
fuſed it, as I never touch wine.—I. 1 


| 
ſay it was Providential I perſiſted in - 0 


my refuſal, as I have now no doubt, 5 
but it was a 7 r prepar 4 e 
| {+l 


3 The Woman of LETTERS; or, 


for the poor intended vim. The 
vile Miſs Gordon ſaid, I was a 
ſqueamiſh little toad,” (an exprefſion 
I had never before heard her uſe till 
that day) inſiſted I ſhould drink it, 


and ina jocoſe way preſented it to my 
lips;—but ſtill (my better angel I 


doubt not. preſerving me) I was not. 


to be perſuaded, —O, my Lucy, 1 
now doubt not, but that had this firſt 


plot ſucceeded, that very retir'd ſpot 
was intended by theſe wretches for 
the ſcene of my ruin.—I did not, 
however, refuſe this wine from the 


leaſt ſhadow of ſuſpicion, as at that 


time I had the higheſt opinion of the 
wicked wretch and his accomplices, 
but merely becauſe I am not fond of 
wine. — As to thoſe women, they 
drank very freely of that and other 
liquors, and I thought ſeem'd -quite 
different from their uſual behaviour. 


[t 
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It was then propoſed, as the after- 


noon was not far advanc'd, that we 
ſhould ſce the ancient caſtle of Llan- 


dardy, a few miles, as they ſaid, from 


thence. We accordingly got into the 


carriage; but it appeared to me, that 


we went a great many miles before 


we ſaw the leaſt proſpect of this caſtle. 


Towards evening we drove through 
2 ſmall town, juſt at the entrance of 
Which the pretended Lady Murray, 


on a ſudden, ſaid ſhe was taken with 


a violent fit of the cholic, and (wick 


ed impoſtor !) appeared to be in great 
agonies. — Miſs Gordon cried, and 


begged her poor dear aunt might ſtop. 


at an inn in the town ;—for thoſe 


dreadful attacks of the cholie, ſhe 
ſaid, were very dangerous;—and her 
dear aunt. was ſubject to an inflamuma- 


3 tion in her bo wels. 749 


| We ſtopp'd accordingly. at. a very 
| large inn, and the pretended ſick lady 
DEG p-: 
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60 The WOMAN of LETTERS; or, 
was help'd out, but declar'd ſhe muſt. 
go to bed directly, as ſhe always did, 
the ſaid, in theſe attacks. Miſs Gor- 
don attended her to the bed-chamber, 
which I alſo offer'd to do, but the vile 
Branville took my hand. 


My dear little god-daughter, you 
ſurely will not be fo uncivil to leave 
me quite alone.“ 
This was juſt after we arriv'd. 3 
fat down very melancholy, as I began 
to fee it would be impoſſible for us to 
go home again that evening.—I told 
the baronet I was extremely ſorry for 
this accident, as I was very certain. 
my poor father would expect me.— 
He defir'd me to make myſelf eaſy on 
7 that head, for that he ſhould diſpatch 
a ſervant to acquaint him of our ſtay. 
—He went out, as thought, to give 
orders about this. On his return, I. 
- obſerv'd he lock d the room door, and 
coming up to me, ſeized me in his 


% arms, 5 
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arms. I broke from him, terrified to 
_ death, as he attempted to kiſs me with 
an odious degree of paſſion. I ſcream- 
cd with affright, exclaiming, «© What 
mean you, Sir?“ 

I mean, (ſaid the vile wreteh) 
that I neither can nor will live with- 


out you.'—He then declar'd, with 
the moſt bitter oaths and execrations, 

that he intended that night to be maſ- 
ter of my perſon; hat he ſhould. 
from thence carry me to London, and 
ſettle a handſome fortune on me, and 
provide for my father: —with a deal 
more of the ſame odious ſtuff, which. 
1 cannot, and ſhall not repeat, as I 
cannot dwell on the, horrid particu- 


lars. Imagine my aſtoniſhment—my 


indignation. — The whole vile plot 
now appear'd.—I burſt into tears. 
which was lucky, as it. preſerv'd me 
from fainting. The horror of my 
miſerable fate preſenting itſelf, 1 flung. 

myſelf 


—_— 


1 


& 
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myſelf at his feet, —where, ſobbing, I 


exclaim'd, © Have pity—have pity on 
me 1-0 let the remembrance of my 


poor aged parent, whom once You- 


call'd your friend, and who could 


forrows change your horrid purpoſe— 


which, by all the powers of heaven I 


ſwear, never can or ſhall prevail.” 


A fine tragedy ſpecch this, truly!“ 
cried the wretch, “ and do you ima- 


gine that T am to be chang'd from a 


determination fix'd as fate, by your 
romantic nonſenſe ?—a pack of ridi- 


culous ſtuff out of antiquated books? 
—No.—Hear me, Fanny,—your com- 


pliance with my paſſion, ſhall for ever 


make your own fortune, and that of 
your father.—To-morrow we will ſet 
out for London, e I will provide 
2 you an elegant retreat. 

1 Vile man, ' faid I, in a tranſport 
of rage and. grief, do you imagine 
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my father, the moſt exemplary of 
men, would receive from thee the 
wages of his daughter's ſhame?” | 


He again forcibly caught me in his 


arms. TI broke once more from him, 


and ſcreaming, ran to the door invo- 


luntarily, forgetting he had ſecured 
it. 
«© Your icreams,” ſaid the wretch, 


«© are unavailing, as we are luckily in 


a new wing of the houſe, detach'd 
from the other part.” | 


oY | flung myſelf i ina chair: and wept 


bitterly ; whilſt he traverſed the room, 
exclaiming, that before to-morrow's 
fun, he would be maſter of his wiſhes. 


Well, I ſhall leave you, continued 


the wretch, © for a few moments, to 


ſeek for other meaſures to my aid; for 


by all the powers of hell you ſhall 


not eſcape me. —Saying which, he 


left the room, and double-lock'd the 
door after him,—I fat in an agony of _ 


Brief 


* 
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grief and terror for ſome minutes, 


when the door was open'd, and who | 
ſhould appear but the vile Murray, 

whoſe ſham illneſs feem'd perfectly f 

over. It was evident ſhe was ſent in { 
to try what fawning and perſuaſion ! 

would do.—She fat down by me, with ” 
great gravity and calmneſs, and really 5 - 

had the aſſurance (impudence I ſhould I 


ſay) to offer to take my hand in a kind | | 
manner.—l ſnatch' 0 it from her and Ts 
continued weeping. 
My dear Miſs Fanny,” ſaid 1 this, 
wicked woman, Why all theſe child- | 
iſh tears? Let me reaſon with you on: 
your amazing, unparalleled obſtinacy. 
Nothing can be more aſtoniſhing 
than your behaviour to the moſt ge- 
nerous the beſt of men. You are 
greatly hurt, truly, to have ſo great, 
ſo advantageous an offer. Conſider, z 
Miſs Belton, what an opportunity you. 
now 
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now have of making your fortune for 


life.” 


40 Vile woman, cried L burſting 


from her, © do you imagine I ſhall 


fit tamely and hear your infamous 


harangue? She continued. 

5 really, child, ſpeak in pure 
- friendſhip for you,—let me tell you, 
hundreds of young women would 


rejoice to be in your ſituation. Con- 
ſider your intereſt, Miſs Fanny: you 
have good underſtanding, —but have 
unfortunately got ſuch romantic, ri- 
diculous notions in your head, from 
your bombaſt authors, that you fancy 
yourſelf I ſuppoſe no leſs than a 


queen in one of your idle romances, 


Latin and Greek, Miſs Belton, will 
not find you food and raiment.— 
Will your fine learning ſupport you 
in affluence? I fancy not, truly. 
Once more, my dear, conſider ſe- 
riouſly the e which awaits 
| you. 
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you. Nay I doubt not,—after the 
death of Lady Branville, but this 
worthy, this moſt generous of men, 
may marry you.” | = 
I gave her a look of ineffable con- 
tempt. 
2 Away, faid I cc * abominable 
woman !” 
ou are an obſiinate chit,” 
plied the wretch ; when entered he | 
villainous baronet, and his other / 
fociate, They retired all to a little 
diſtance from me, where I could only 
hear a few broken whiſpers from the 
vile Murray, ſuch as—** better be in 
London powders —impoſlible here 
 —ſcreaming—uproar—” 
My charming girl,” faid thi 
| Horrid man, approaching me, con- 
| ſider my paſſion, — conſider the wiſe 
arguments of this good lady, and'— 
going to take my hand, I flew with 
| incredible agility once more to the 
3 f door, 


E] door, —but they at once ſurrounded 
me. I was almoſt frantic 1 looked 
round for ſome inſtrumentof deſpera- 


tion,—but ſeeing none, I ſcreamed 


with my utmoſt ſtrength. 
"Theſe wretched women, imagining 


I muſt alarm the family, (though as 


J have before ſaid, we were in a large 


new kind of dining-room, detached 


from the houſe) after more whiſper- 


ing, flounced out of the room; when 

the vile Branville approaching me, 
CY Prepare,” ſaid he, to ſet off for 
London to-morrow morning by break 
of day.—You may fleep if you will 
with Miſs Gordon this night, or fit 


up in this dining-room. Had you 


complied with a good grace, it would 
have been better for you,—Be ready 
by five in the morning. Will you 


ſleep with Miſs Gordon?“ 


ce No—no—no— » faid 1. here 


in this room Will 1 ſpend this 


wretched 5 


* *. 
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wretched ni ght-—imploring heaven s 


aid. 


5 Ah! very fine,” kid the impious 
man, and retired ; double locking the 
door after him.— 


I looked round, 
and falling on my knees, my eyes 
ſtreaming with tears, implored the aſ- 


which makes diſtreſt innocence its 


chiefeſt care. My God, faid I, this 
time, this one time, relieve me I- 
continued upon my knees. the houſe 
ſeemed huſhed and ſtill: but, O 


Lucy, What was my terror, when 1 


beheld a womap entering the room by 


opening a {ſmall door, which I had not 


ſeen till chen, and which communi- 


cated with another paſſage! —I then 
gave myſelf over for immediate ruin; 
concluding it was the vile Murray 


come at that time of night, to intro- 


. Vn 


duce the horrid man.—lI was terrified, 


beyond all deſcription ; when the 


perſon 
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perſon advancing to me, I faw it was 
neither of thoſe hateful women, but 
a maid ſervant of the houſe. I raiſed 
my head from the chair, which I had 
reclined on weeping, and looked up, 
my face covered with tears, When 

ſeeing the ſervant diſtinctly, O my 
friend, how was I aſtoniſhed to recol- 
le& the features and whole perſon of _ 
your old houſemaid Sarah, who lived 
with you, if you remember, whenT 
made my happy viſits to you 1 ſo 
providential a meeting ſeemed the par- 
ticular care of heaven in my greateſt _ 
need :-as ſuch I ſhall ever acknow- 
ledge it. The maid, at the fame 
moment, ſurveyed me with the utmoſt 
Aa nen 

Can it be ?”. the exclaimed, 
00 No ſurely—it cannot be Miſs Fan- 
ny. Good God |---yes N40 
„O I am—l am,” faid I riſing, 
Fanny Belton indeed —:indeed 1 
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am. Is it poſſible you can be Mrs. 
Sally, who lived with my dcareſt 


friend Miſs Wilmot?” _ 
Imagine our mutual joy and ſur- 


prize. She enquired particularly after 
my beloved parent, which occaſioned 


my ſhedding a freſh ſtream of tears. 


| To be brief, I ſatisfied her amaze- 


ment, in ſeeing me there, with a de- 


tal of the horrid particulars. 


She informed me, in her turn, that 


the was the chamber-maid at that! inn, 
which was a conſiderable one; that 
ſhe had attended the other part of my 
company to their beds; and imagining 
no one was in the dining- room, came 
in, by meer chance, to fee if the win- 
dows were ſhut; and that finding the 
great door locked. ſhe came in by the 


little one in the paſſage. 8 
I expreſſed my aftoniſhment, that 


the family had not heard my ſcreams: 
She informed me, it was no great 


Fe 5 „ wonder, 
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wonder, as the room was in a manner 
built from the houſe :—that the ſer- 
vants were all buſied in the kitchen, 
and her miſtreſs at that time laid in, 
and was very ill, in the farther part 
of the houſe,—and her maſter Was 
gone to a great fair at Llandovery. 


O my good Sally,” ſaid I, «© for 


| heaven's fake aſſiſt me in eſcaping from 


this dreadful wretch :—not a moment 
is to be loſt. — Conſider, this inſtant. 5 


She immediately but the n next let- 
ter ſhall inform you. 


Ever yours, 


F. B. 
L ET TER vI. 


FOUR farwor faithful attendant, | 
my Lucy, immediately con- 


triv'd my eſcape in the following 
manner — she ſtole down, and pro- 


cured 
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cured me an old cloak, hat, and co- 
toured apron, —ſhe bade me fear no- 


thing, for that with the greateſt eaſe 
I could get out of the large ſaſh win- 
dow in that room, and flip down by 


her 1 into a ſmall garden un- 
ders, A. window der bur few 


yards from the ground, — that then 


J had nothing to do but to purſue the 


right hand road for about three miles, 
which would bring me at once to her | 


own mother's houſe. - 
What joyful news was this for your 


Fanny? J perfectly remembered her 
good mother; — the very woman who 
nurſed my Lucy in a bad fever, —l 


trembled fo violently whilſt I was 


0 equipping in my tattered garments, 
that I feared I ſhould have fainted: 


not that I doubted I ſhould be in- 
capable of the walk, but leſt I ſhould 


= * diſcovered. 


The 
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The good creature Sally fetched me 
a little mulled wine, and a bit of toaſt, 


with v. hich ſhe inſiſted on my Ccom- 
forting m 1y{elf, as the called it. 


She wrote a ine to her mother too, 
d-firi ing her brother might convey 


me home, when J thought Prep 
on a double horſe. 


Well, my dear, 1 ſallied out wich 


my faithful guide through the little 
door ide the pail; age, which latter 
ſcheme we thought better, as I was 


ſo diſguiſed, than deſcending from 


the window. 
We were now on the great ſtair- 


caſe, Luc y do you not tremble for 
me ?—where, who ſhould we meet, 


but the footman of the vile Branville, 


going up to bed! I gave myſelf up _ 
then, you may be convinced, forget- 
ting my impenetrable diſguiſe: for _ 
the fellow, ſeeing my appearance to 
be that of an old woman, 15h me 6 pales 70 PEO 
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he however ſtopp'd Sally, ſearing he 

would have a kits of the pretty cham- 
| ber-maid, which ſhe granted to get 
rid of him, —ſaying to me, — Well, 
goody Mumford, you will be ſure to 


come to-morrow morning to v aſning 


buy four o'clock.” 
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The fellow went up to bed, —and 
moſt fortunately I got into the ſtreet, 
with the greateſt eaſe and ſafety ;— 
Sally wrung my hand, and whiſper'd 
me to keep the great road to the en- 
trance of the next village, where in 
a little tuft of alders at the bottom 
of the hill, I ſhould find her mo- 
ther's cottage.Moſt luckily the 
moon was ſhining with her brighteſt 
luſtre and out I ſet. 

Now does the little timid heart of 
my Lucy tremble for her Fanny. — 
But, in truth, my dear, I knew no 
terrors—I felt no ſenſation, but the 


moſt unbounded j joy, in finding my- 
ſelf 


liverer, and committing myſelf to 


heaven, arrived (without meeting a 


ſingle human being) at the little ſo- 


litary cottage of your good old nurſe 
Higgins, whom you, my Lucy, muſt 


well remember.—TI knocked a con- 


fiderable time, for it muſt be ima- 
gined, the peaceful inhabitants of this 

| retired little dwelling were all buried 
in a profound fleep, —it being then 


about two in the morning.—At laſt 
the old woman opened a ſmall caſe- 
ment, and I heard a voice calling 


out, who knocks?” © a friend,” 


- | anſwer'd I, who brings you good 
; news of your daughter Sally.” —I had 
J no need to ſay more, for down comes 


f =p good dame _ 
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ſelf free from the vileſt of men, and 
his horrid aſſociates, —I ran, or rather 
flew over the common to which I 


had been directed by my kind de- 


” 1 Ez. 
* * ELL a = 
—— —— 
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I inſtantly deliver'd the letter 1 


had brought from her daughter, and 
on her peruſing it, and my throwing 
off my diſguiſe, the good creature ran 
to me.— Oh, Miſs Fanny! how re- 
Joic'd am I to fee you !”'—aſking a 


hundred queſtions, about her dear 
young lady (meaning my Lucy) i ina 


breath. 1 inſorm' d her of the reaſons 
of her ſeeing me at that time of night, 
and in ſo nne a dreſs.— She bleſſed 
herſelf—exclaiming «© O the wicked 
baſe arts of theſe great gentlemen ! 
But here you will be ſafe till my ſon 
; James, who is a carpenter by trade, 


can carry you home; for he has a 


: mare that carries double rarely well. 
But come, Miſs Fanny, you ſhall 


have a diſh of tea, and go into my 


warm bed. —You will be as ſafe Wers 


as a thief in a mill, as the faying i os; 
Poor good ſoul, ſhe made me ſmile. : 


1 accepted her kind offer of going to 


reſt;—and in the ſweet hope that * 
fhould ſee my deareſt father the next 
day, for whom, you may be ſure, I 


believ'd the vile Branville had ſent a — 
me ſſenger to him, as he ſaid he ſhould. 
ſoundly till nine in the morning; 
narrative, let me take a peep at my 
beloved parent, —by whoſe bed I am 


now writing. —Lucy, he till fleeps — 


propitious!—may it compoſe his hur- 


James could. not poſſibly lh we | 
. till the day follo ring, on account of 
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fuffer'd much uneaſineſs, on account 
of my abſence; though I then really þ 


1 went to bed, and ſlept very 


when but before I proceed with my 


is ſtill in a ſweet ſlumber may it be 


ried ſpirits!—I will now proceed. 

I did not awake at the cottage, as 
J have before ſaid, till nine, when the 
good woman came to tell me, what I 
was very ſorry to hear, that her ſon 


ſome Very particular buſineſs:—““ But 
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reſt ſatisfied, my dear Miſs F anny,“ 


ſhe continued, “ for here you muſt 


be ſafe; here you ſhall remain in this 
little chamber.—Bleſſings on you—l 


love you as well as my dear Miſs 


pos; ideas ſhe is the ſame to me as 
my own,” 


I was forry to find by this good 


woman's account, that I was near 
thirty miles from home ;— ſo artfully 
| had the wicked baronet drove acroſs 
the country.—-I was now, you fee, 
my dear, under a neceſſity of remain- 
ing a day longer in this little ſecret 


abode, as 1 choſe on every 1 
the ſon of the old woman (whom L 


alſo remember d) ſhould be my con- 


ductor home, in preference to a ſtran- 


ger. But whilſt I was thus happily 
ſituated, and pleaſing myſelf with the 
extreme. delight "i ſhould enjoy, on : 
my return to my deareſt parent, in 


the polcibon of: the greateſt of all | 
trea- 


\ F 


little arbour, in the green plat, before 


a fine evening, after an exceſſive hot 
day. — He was ſmoaking his pipe, and 
: expecting e 0 every moment when his 
Fanny would arrive, whilſt our faith- 


account) was fitting at her ſpinning- FR lO: 
wheel at the door, equally anxious +> of 
for the return of her beloved child. 

as ſhe ſtill fondly calls me: when 
| who ſhould paſs through the lane, 
but the butler of the vile Branville! 


ſome one of that family, of whom he 
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treaſures, my innocence, little did I 2 


imagine he had accidently diſcovered 
the whole horrid ſcheme of his falſe 


friend, which it ſeems he did 1 in the 
following manner. 


On the Monday evening, this dear, ö 
and beſt of parents was fitting in 2 


our door, enjoying the calm quiet of 


ful Martha (from whom I had this 


My poor father, rejoiced to ſee 


R could 
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could enquire if we were return'd— 


call'd to the man. 
„% Well, Mr. Charles, are they got 


to the abbey ?—But I ſuppoſe, as the 
day has been ſo warm, my worthy 
: friend chuſes to travel in 1 this cet 


53 


evening. 

we . not,” ſaid Charles very 
gravely, © what he intends :—he diſ- 
charg'd me this morning, before he 


ſet out.—I have. been us'd, Sir, ex- 
tremely ill —but Sir Jaſper Bran- 5 


ville had beſt take care how he pro- 
vokes me. I don't ſpeak this through 
revenge: I know enough—enough 


of his vile, horrid ways :—ways that 


may bring him, if he has his deſerts 


—to the gallows.” of 
«© Fie—fiec,— * (aid my poor good | 
parent, **. take- care friend how you 


: condemn, or ſpeak irreverently of one 
of the worthieſt and beſt of human 


Dean gs. 
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beings.— I cannot bear calumny — 


fie for ſhame!” 
e Ah, Sir,” ſaid the may}; it 
has often griev d me to the heart, to 


ſee ſo good a man as yourſelf fo much 
deceiv'd. Ihe life of the baronet, 


for many years, has been dreadful— 
too—too bad for humanity to hear. 


—Put as to my diſmiſſion, it is in. 


conſequence of my refuſing to do, 
ſome dirty work—dirty work do by, 


call it?—Heavens! I Mudder to think 


"of it 1 ſavy What was going for- 
war: 4 laſt night, when I had orders to 
fetch the wine that was to be carried 
with them—I began to ſuſpect:— 


but this very morning, I, unperceiv'd, 


heard the whole ſhocking ſcheme.— 
1. faw the horrid draught prepar'd:“ 
What draught ?” ſaid my fathet, 

whoſe ſimplicity of heart you know 
is great not having the leaſt idea of I 


what the man meant, . 
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« Ah, Sir, —a draught too well 
known to the vileſt of mankind.— 
I ventur'd to remonſtrate to him in : 
the cauſe of ſuch a ſweet innocent. 
He denied every thing, flew into a a 
violent rage, and inſtantly diſcharg'd 
me. I have long diſcover'd that im- 
paſtes Lady Murray, as ſhe has the 
impudence to call herſelf, to be no 
other than the miſtreſs of a brothel. 
—and the impudent young huſſey, 
cho calls herſelf Miſs Gordon, an 
infamous girl on the town. But to 
think of ſuch a ſweet, innocent young 
creature as poor Miſs F anny, to be 
ruin'd by ſuch a vile plot, is too 
ſhocking to be repeated. I over- 
heard this morning 1 the whole ſcheme 
—ſhe 1 is to be carri-d, I find, directly 
to London. 20 what has that man, 
my late wicked maſter, to anſwer 
for Don't, Sir, look upon me in the 
Vght of an incendiary, for [ will take 


this 


1 


19 
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this moment the ſacrament, upon the 
veracity of what I ſay, concerning this 


horrid matter.—I will ſwear, and 
would, with my laſt dying breath, all 
this upon a Bible.—The inſtant my 


own ears convinc'd me of all this 


deteſtable ſcheme, and of the plot 


laid for the ſweet innocent your 


daughter, I ſet out from the abbey to 


inform you of it ; ;—and twice have I, 


Sir, been at your houſe this day for 
the ſame purpoſe, I knock'd—I 
wh call'd in vain, but at laſt was inform'd 
by ſome perſons in this neighbour- 
hood, that both you and your ſervant 
were gone to a funeral ſome miles 
diſtant.—I could not reſt till I had 
inform d you ;—but, alas! I fear no- 
ching can ſave poor Miſe—” DBRS 
What farther the man aid, Mar- 
tha knows not; for now alas! my 
aſtoniſh'd parent, with a heavy groan, 
fell from his chair to the ground, enn! 
. 1 claiming RES 4 
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claiming in the moſt piteous accent, 
Oh my child !=my child!“ 

The man affiſted Martha in carry- 
ing him into the houſe, and laying 
him on his bed—where he remain'd 
in ſo ſtrong a fainting fit, that they 
call'd in ſeveral neighbours. —You. 
know, my Lucy, how the dear man” 
is belov'd by all his poor PIN: 
ers; ,—ſome went as far as B- to 
deſire the aſſiſtance of good Mr. Hut. 
ton the ſurgeon. there, and who has 
likewiſe good ſkill in phyfic :—he ar- 
riv'd, and inſtantly bled him, —on 
which he open'd his eyes, and fixing 
them on the bye-ftanders, demanded 
bis child. Is ſhe gone ?—quite 
gone ?—ah, my poor loſt” then fell 
into a kind of convulſive agony.— 
The neighbours ſat in tears by him 
all night; but oh my friend, —how 
ſhall I write it —beforè morning he 
Was in a a ſtrong fever—a high deli- 


rium. 
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rium. —He ſprang up in his bed. — 
and ſeizing on the firſt perſon near 
him, in the moſt furious tranſport of 
rage and grief, exclaim'd, Villain 
—talle, ious rethire me my 
Fanny.—This old arm ſhall revenge.” 
Ihen puſhing them by, —and ſtar- 
ing with unutterable wildneſs, — 
50 Hah! there I ſee, the vile deteſted 
wretch 1— Hark — Hark—1 hear her 
ſhrieks! Fanny, I come I come 
my ſweet.— I once had a friend—lI 
once had a child—but now—no mat- 
fer—no matter. = am a Poor, old 
man.” 0 
O Lucy cannot- cannot pro- 
ceed with his affecting complain- 
ings. I muſt throw down my pen 
for a few minutes, to n a flood 
of tears. | 
- The day following, Tam inform 4, 
he remained in the fame deplorable 
ſtate; ſometimes dozin E em eie | 


raving 
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raving—ſometimes_ weeping for his 


chila:=tn the mean time, I remain'd 
ſafely fecreted till the Wedneſday 
evening ; for not till that time, could 


the good woman's ſon manage his 


buſineſs to ſet out with me. She 
thought, and ſo did J, that, as the 
nights were moon - -light, it would be 


moſt fafe for me to travel by night, 
than by day.—On the Wedneſday 


evening then, about ten at night, 
(properly diſguis'd in my dreſs) I 
was mounted behind the good young 


man, who was perfectly acquainted 
with the way. No accident happen'd 

on the road: and oh heavens! how 
fondly did 1 indulge the tranſport of 
flying into the arms of my. deareſt 
father. I thought every mile was 
ten, till I arriv'd home, little, alas ! 


imagining the miſerable ſcene I was 


ſo ſoon to behold ! = 
Sos I got 
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I got to our little abode about ten 


o'clock yeſterday morning, having. 


travell'd all the night. I alighted in 
the higheſt ſpirits, and ran into the 


houſe with great joy; but good God! 


what was my aſtoniſhment, when the 
firſt perſon I faw was Mr. Hutton, 


who inform'd me, in as gentle terms 


as he could, (you know his huma- 
nity is great as well as his ſkill) of 
the very melancholy account of this 
moſt alarming illneſs! The worthy | 
man ſupported me (for ſuch was my 
tremor and violent ſhock, I was 
hardly able to ſtand) to the chamber 
of my deareſt parent; but oh, Lucy, 
what an object preſented itſelf ! L | 


_ 5 
- > ES 


E. 


found him in his bed, ſupported by 
pillows, poor old Martha kneeling 
by him, as were likewiſe a few of 
our neareſt neighbours. The inſtant 


my dear father deſeried Mr. H utton, 


be fix d his eager eyes on him, with 
a 2 wild- ö 
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88 The Woman of LETTERS; or, 
a wildneſs in his look which pierc'd 
my very foul. I ſtood behind, left 
my abrupt entrance ſhould alarm him. 
The ſurgeon advancing, „Well!“ 
(ſaid my poor father)“ have you ſound 
my darling? — I will go to nere it. 1 
crawl on my knees.” PCS 
Here good Sir,“ ſaid Mr. Hut- 
ton, taking my hand, here is your 
daughter: 1 is return'd in fajety.” 
Rue oh Lucy, he knew me not |—_ 
Do I live to write it He ſtared on 
me with a frantic air, and puſhing 
me fro: n him, exclaim'd, That my 
child ! -my Fanny! no—no—that 1s 
the infamous. woman from London, 
the impoſter ſent for the horrid: 
purpoſe to decoy my ſweet innocent.“ 
— He then mutter'd ſomething ſoft. 
Iy.— Why we were old ſchool-fel- 
 lows—and at the ſame A ee | 
. perfidious villain ! P 


Ob, 
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Oh, Lucy, what were my agonies 
to hear theſe affecting reveries! 

But this moment 1 ſee Mr. Hut- 
ton enter the room. —I tell him my 
father has enjoy'd a ſweet fleep of 
above three hours. — He furvers him 
with a deep, and ſorrowful atten⸗ 
tion.— I thought he figh” d, and f ſhook 
his head ; —but it might be only my 
Fancy, —This ſalutary ſleep 3 cer- 
tainly compoſe his mind! A ray of 
hope ſ-ems to ſpring in my 25 and 
tells me, it wal be productive of fa- 
vourable iymptoms.—-He wakes— 
and ſeemingly compos' d. —In the ar- 
dent hope he is better, I throw down 
my pen, and flatter myfelf my next 
will inform you, 


I am again your happy 


FANNY. 


L E T- 
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LE T s E R VII. 
Mr. Horros, to Miſs WILMOT, 


| Madam, 


TITH the utmoſt concern, I 
take up my pen to inform 
you, 57 the deſire of your moſt diſ- 


treſſed and amiable friend, Miſs Bel- 
ton, that her excellent parent, and the 

beſt of men, expir'd yeſterday ſoon 
after my arrival. — Ves, Madam, 1 


truſt he is gone to that Heaven, where 
alone ſuch ſufferings and virtue can 
be rewarded —Your poor, afflicted 


friend, deſires me to mention what 
happen'd from the concluſion of her 
laſt letter. — Miſs Fanny, alas! flat- 
ter'd herſelf (as youth is ſanguine, 
and full of hopes,) that the long ſlum- 
ber, which my dear old friend had, 


for ſome hours, ſeem d to enj oY, would 


be 
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be attended with the moſt ſalutary ef- 
fects; but the moment I ſurvey” d 
his countenance, IJ obſerv'd a viſible 
change for the worſe. He awak'd 
however perfectly compos'd :—and 
looking on me earneſtly, with a fee- 
ble voice, aſk'd me to raiſe him gently 
on his pillow: I did ſo:—Miſs Fanny, 
was kneeling by the bed-ſide. © How 
does my deareſt Father ?”—ſhe aſk' d. 
He ſurvey'd her with a look of ineffa- 
ble tenderneſs. 
3 My child |—return'd indeed | — 
But art thou innocent ?—unſallied ! 8 
«I am, Sir, as innocence itſelf.“ 
He lifted up his eyes, which I ob- 
ſerv'd had a dim, glazey appearance. 
Heaven, I thank thee. He con- 
tinued for ſome moments in a ſort of 
mental prayer, and ſoon afterwards, 
which was beyond all deſcription af- 
fecting, as if he had entirely forgot the 
late dreadful incident, with a voice 
5 bas: 


02 The Woman fLzn TERS; or, 
but juſt articulate, he laid, Fanny, 
my dceareſt, - come nearer let me 


lay my weary head on thy innocent 
boſom. —There—it is as it ſhould be.” 


—He endeavour” d to train her to his 
heart—he made an effort, but was too 
weak, ! Bleſs me—heaven” — was 
all J heard. He fix'd his eyes on his 
beloved child they fiz'd—they clos'd 


—and without a ſigh, or groan, he ex- 


pi ir d.— Oh, Miſs Wilmot !-I muſt 


throw down my pen ſor a few mi- 


5 nutes my tears will flow / for the 
poor, good old man * 


Miſe Fanny, who believ'd he was 


dropt again into a ſweet ſlumber, held 


up her hand, that I ſhould make no | 


, noiſe to diſturb him.—Alas ! ! 1 ſaw he 


Was gone for ever 


* Here let the libertine (if ſuch ſhould ever 
peruſe this artleſs, melancholy tale,) reflect how 
many parents he may have reduc'd to the ſame af- 


fecting exit; let him look into his own heart, and 
drop a tear for thoſe he has brought to ſimilar 


circumitances, 


1 pats, 


„% a 3 
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J pals over, dear Madam, the dread- 
ful, melancholy ſcenes that follow'd, 


on the poor young lady di ſcovering 


the fatal truth —ſuflice it to ſay, it 
was with the utmoſt difficulty ſhe 


could be torn from the be dy 1 her 


dead parent. 
I have ſent for my wife, who will 
ſtay with poor Mats Belton till the 


funeral is over; and then we will con- 
vey her to our houte, where ſhe ſhall 


remain till we can hear ſrom her aunt, 
or ſettle her in ſome ſafe abode. 


Heducſaay. 


Poor Mr. Belton was interred this 


day, in one of his churches.— Never 
was ſeen ſo affecting a ſight as the 


ears, I may truly ſay, of the poor 


a te Indeed the whole body of 
pariſhioners attended the little melan- 
choly ceremony, —and believe there 
was not a dry eye among them all.— 
Mr. Belton was, as you well know, 


per- 


——— —— — 
— — 
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perfectly ador'd by bis poor neigh- 
bours; to whom he was the com- 
mon parent, adviſer, and friend.— 
They were even clamorous who 
ſhould carry him to church; and 
_ each would have a look at that beſt 
of men, on whom they dropp'd a 
tear, before the coffin-lid was faſten'd 
down for ever.—The whole was' af- 
fecting to a great degree: twenty 
children, boys and girls, whom this 
excellent man had taught to read, 
walk'd before the corpſe, ſinging an 
hymn, he had formerly taught them, 
with a noſegay in each of their hands, 
which they flung afterwards into the 
grave, upon the coffin, as did many 
others, after the manner of this coun- 
try. The chief inhabitants of the 
pariſh (who all attended as mourners) 
intend, poor as they are, to raiſe a 
ſmall eee er R little grave- 

ſtone 
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ſtone to his memory, and as a laſting 


memorial of their affection. 


Oh Madam! that vile vile baro- 


net, what has he not to anſwer for! | — 
Fanny has told me all. — It is that 
wretch, who has ſent our poor old 
friend to his grave !—The neighbours 


have all got a kind of confus'd no- 
tion of this bad action, and are all 


ſo exaſperated againſt the baſe 


man, that they one and all declare, 


they will tear him out of his car- 
riage, if he attempts coming again 
to the abbey.—You know what the 
Welſh are, when they are provoked. — 


But I believe the horrid man 1s gone 


directly from the inn where he was, 


up to London, as he naturally con- 


cluded, on Miſs Fanny's eſcaping 


him, ſhe would diſcover his villainy, 
and publiſh his character. | 


IJ have ſeen the butler who made 


the diſcovery to our poor old friend. 


9 The WOMAN of LETTERS; er, 


He is an intelligent fellow, and has 
taken a ſolemn oath before a magiſ- 
trate (at my requeſt) of the particu- 
lars of the ſcheme relative to your 
amiablc friend. 
To- morrow my wife and 1 intend 
carrying poor Miſs Fanny home with 
us. Indeed we would never part 
with her; but I am ſoon to ſet of 
for Dublin, Where our eldeſt Gaugh- 
ter Peggy (whom you was gs 
favour with your kind notice) i 
going to be married, very avant! 
geoully ; ; and 1 intend to ſettle in my 
; profeſſion there, as I have a proſpect 
it will turn out much to my benefit. 
We propoſe ſetting out in a few 
weeks. I repeat, I would very gladly 
take the amiable Miſs Belton with 
us; but I apprehend in that caſe her 
aunt might be diſpleas'd, as it might 
be conſtrued into a doubt of her pro- 
tection. 1.know not the lady,—but 
I 3 | | as 
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as ſhe was ſiſter to Mr. Belton s wife, 


there! 1S no doubt but ſhe will at once 
take her poor niece home to her ;— 


eſpecially, as ſhe has daughters of the 


ſame age, it will be very agreeable, . 
ſhould imagine, on all ſides: they 
are people, L 5nd, of genteel fortune. 


_ Miſs Fanny has been writing a 


few lines to her aunt, in which ſhe. 
begs her protection in ſo moving a 
manner, neither my wife nor I could 
read them without tears. 
She bears this moſt grievous trial 


of the loſs of the moſt Wb parent 


that ever exiſted, with as much Chriſ- 
tian fortitude as the exceſs of her 
grief will admit; though the ſhock 


has bggn ſo great, that it has brought 


on a low fever; but 1 hope on our 
conveying her from theſe melancholy 
ſcenes, and by the uſe of proper me- 
dicines, and my wife's good nurſing, 
we ſhall ſoon reſtore her to her fort won: 
Vor- I. F , -— ee, 
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mer health. Her excellent under- 
ſtanding will, I hope, and her reſig- 
nation to the Almighty, enable her 
to ſubmit to this moſt trying calami- 
ty. She has had her pen in her hand 
more than once to write to you, but 
I would not permit her to make uſe 
of it; to her aunt a few lines could 
not have had the effect on her preſent 
deeply wounded mind, as the open- 
ing all her griefs to the friend (as ſhe 
calls you, Madam) of her boſom. 
Her heart is too much ſoften'd for an 
employment of that kind at preſent; 
and I know you would not deſire it 
till her health is better. — She is at 
this time under my care, you know, 


and I prohibit all writing at eſent. : 


* * * 


Mr. Huttoñ in Continuation. 


We conveyed your amiable young 
friend home to our houſe this morn- 


* 


=; 1 * . 575 1 
* 4 
had K 


F 


Hiſtoty of Fanny BEL TON, 5 : 
ing. 1 have locked up the little 
cottage, ſo lately the ſweet abode of 


elegant ſimplicity, content, and vir 
tue. I propoſe to ſell all the goods 3 


and the library J ſhall diſpoſe of at 


once to a learned gentleman near us. 
A ſmall ſum will ariſe, I imagine, 
from the fale, to defray a few neceſ- 


ſary debts. A few of the beſt Greek 
and Latin authors, Miſs Fanny re- 


ſerves for herſelf, which ſhe calls her 
| little fortune. Several compoſitions | 
of her own there are beſides in manu- 
ſcript. 1 pray to heaven her turn for 
literature may be of 890 to her—but 
4 fear the contrary. 

My wife, who you know is a plain 5 


e woman, often ſays, ſhe wiſhes 


Fanny had been bred to her needle 
rather than to her pen, as by the for- 
mer, ſhe might have been enabled to 
have acquired a genteel livelihood. 
But you may be Sts maß am, 1 
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>, Martha with us. This ancient wo- 
man, you muſt remember, not only 


alſo. The poor faithful woman is ſo 
event, that I have no hopes of her 


taken any nouriſhment ſince the heard 


does not give the leaſt hint of this to 


Miſs Fanny. We do all we can to 
comfort, ſupport, and adviſe her.— 

This moſt worthy friend of your 
heart, ſends her affectionate love; 
and hopes to be able to write herſelf 


ſoon. My wife and family join in 
molt reſpectful compliments to your- 


ſelf and father. 


Iam, Madam, 5 
your moſt obedien t, 
humble ſervant, 
Jou HUTTON. 


. 8. We have veguatit poor old 


nurſed Miſs Fanny, but her mother 
affected with the late melancholy 
recovery : ſhe has hard? ſpoke, or 


Mis 
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Miſs Fanny was carried off, and ſince 
ſhe loſt her maſter. 


LETTER: vl: 


Mi, Briton to Miſs Wil MOT. 


| New, 15. 
* lengths, my Lucy, I am able 


once more to take up my pen. 
Alas my dear, I have been ill, — 


extremely ill, fince Mr. Hutton 


wrote; and but for the humanity and 
{ſkill of that moſt worthy man, and 
the tenderneſs of his excellent wife, 


I ſhould have been now in my grave. 


Their behaviour to me has been 
perfectly parental. Oh, my friend! 
how little do we know what we can, 
or cannot ſuſtain ! when I loſt that 
tendereſt, deareſt parent, (now. a ſaĩnt 
in Heaven) that beſt of human be- 


Fͤͤ ¼ inne 
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ings, —to ſupport the ſhock I thought | 
zmpoſſible : and yet I ſtill exiſt—ſtil} Þ 
muſt drag on this wretched ſtate: | 
doomed, I fear I am, to taſte in this 


life the bitter cup of miſery :—an 
unfortunate orphan, —poor ,—diſtreſt, 


—and friendleſs. Do not wonder to 


ſee my letter all blotted and effaced. 


—Lucy, it is my tears they flow— _ 
and will for ever flow, at the fad, 
ſuad remembrance of my irreparable 
loſs. — But, wretch that I am! let 
me not beſtow a thought on my own 
diſtreſſes ;— but let the contemplation 


of the preſent (I humbly truſt) hap- 


pineſs of my angel-father, abſorb 

every ſelfiſh conſideration. He— 
in the ſociety of bleſſed ſpirits, —of 

juſt men made perfect, till be- 
holds his orphan child, —ſtill will be 


her guardian angel and protector! 


Mr. Hutton has given you an ac- 
count, I find, of every thing: —1 


8 will 


3 
"A 
By 


eo» MH 
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will not therefore repeat the ſad— 
heart- breaking particulars; ; but muſt 
inform you, that the poor faithful 
woman who attended my dear unfor- 1 
tunate parents in all their misfor- 1 
tunes, and nurſed me in my infancy, Jt 
was the week after our arrival here, 
found dead in her bed. She lay as II 
in a ſweet fleep—and had evidentlß Fi 
pined, and hardly took any ſuſ- 
tenance, from the day ſhe believed 
her poor child, as ſhe fondly uſed to 
call me, was carried off by the hor- 


— * — 3 ˙ m — F 
® . — 
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rid wretch, who has ſent my poor, — k 


poor father to his grave! Oh! do ! 
live to write it ?—Perdition will 4 
ſurely be his lot, and his conſcience | 
will be ſharper to him than “ a two- 
edged word,” on on ae 
The poor honeſt 8 Martha left NS, 
a ſmall bit of paper in her pocket, 
in which ſhe deſir'd to be buried at 
the feet of her revered maſter. There 
F 4 waz 
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was a little ſcrap of paper annex'd to 


it, which ſhe calls her /; in which 
| ſhe leaves me two gold rings—her 
bible—and a pair of filver buckles, 
which my dear mother had given 
her. — Do you think, Lucy, I ſhall 


not prize this little treaſure ?—ay, 
more than fo many diamonds.—In a 


little piece of rag, carefully wrapp'd 


up, we found ten guineas; part of 


which her little 2! ſpecifies was to 


purchaſe her coffin; the remainder 
was | to go towards a grave-ftone for _ 
her honour'd maſter.— What a va- 
luable faithful heart did this poor 
_ honeſt creature poſſeſs !—This little - 
treaſure of ten guineas ſhe muſt 


have ſav'd from her youthful days;— 


as ſhe never, from my poor father, 


would receive a farthing of wages.— 


She attended us, as ſhe often ſaid, 
* out of pure affection.” —She was 


fourſcore, and upwards; ;—and yet re- 


tain'd 
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tain'd all her faculties, and was very. 
capable of attending us, till this fatal, 
fatal blow fell on us.—Her lamen- 
| tations would, on that ſad occaſion, 

have pierc'd a heart of ſtone. Peace 


to her aſhes II kiſs'd her cold cheek 
Land bedew'd it with my tears. —L 


give you this particular account of 


your poor old favourite, as in thoſe. 


happy days, in which my Lucy grac'd 


| our little cottage, with her preſence, 
you always expreſſed great pleafure 


in her attendance. 


1 have written to my aunt (as Mr. | 


Hutton has inform'd you) to implore. 


her protection. — You know, my 
friend, I could do no other; for as 
to remaining with theſe worthy peo- 


ple much longer, it is impoffible; 


though, ſuch is their humanity, that 
they would freely take me to Ireland; 


but 1 certainly think, in my very 
de ente ſtate, I had better at once 
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_ throw myſelf under the protection of 


my aunt: beſides, in duty I ought, 


as ſhe is the only ſurviving relation 


of my dear mother,—lI have not yet 


receiv'd an anſwer to my letter—but 


the diſtance i 1s above fifty miles: it is 


on the borders of England in H- 
ſhire. I imagine ſhe waits to ſend by 


ſome private hand, as it 18 ſo much 


: acroſs the country. 


The fale of our poor ole houſhold 

furniture came to but a very trifle. 
The books too are all diſpoſed of, 

_ excepting a few of the beſt Greek 
and Latin authors (my whole por- 
tion) which I ſhall keep by me;—for 


I hope my knowledge in thoſe lan- 


guages will turn to my advantage . 
I have likewiſe a number of little 


poems, ales. hn paſtorals by me, 


Which, when 1 come to be more 


*A Se ariſing from the amiable fimpli- 


ci of our * heroine. 


TH 


compoſed 
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compoſed i in mind, I think of pub- 


liſhing, with ſeveral tranſlations from 


the Greek, of my performance. But 


what I chiefly build my hopes upon, 


is the tragedy I mention'd to you laſt 
year, of which my father gave me 
the plan and of which two acts and 


a half are already written. —I ſuppoſe 


1 ſhall find time at my aunt's to finiſh 


it, and to purſue my ſtudies. 
O, my Lucy, that I were near you, 


—to pour my griefs into thy faithful 


| boſom, that ſeat of tender confidence, 
—to unfold. all my cares my fears, 
and anxious folicitudes!—Alas! how 
melancholy is it to reflect, that the 
_ deareſt friend I have now on earth is 


on the other {ide the globe II write 
on, without confidering you will not 
know a word of my calamitics theſe 


fix months, at leaſt, to come:—a te- 


dious twelvemonth will it be before 
"2 can receive thy anſwers |—In © my 


76 LT mind's 
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mind's eye,” however, my Lucy is 
fitting by my fide,—and joins her 
tears with thoſe of her wretched 
Fanny !—But yet I will not, not- 


withſtanding my diſtreſſed fituation, 


look on myſelf as completely welch 


ed, whilſt I have an upright heart to 


comfort me; hilſt Jam ſtrengthen- 

ed by virtuous reſolutions ; — and 

-whiltt I have that God to ſupport me, 
whoſe chiefeſt care 18 ſuffering 1 inno- | 


cence. 


Ahl my Lucy, haw was I affected 
in leaving the little, rural, peaceful 
cottage, where I ſpent the blameleſs 
days of infancy l- and where every 
ſpot brought my ſweet friend to my 
memory!—I took my leave for ever 
of the little arbour of eglantine, 
which you had twiſted with your 
oon hands; of the old oak, under 
whoſe ſhade we have ſo often fat and 


ung Tol the file 1 in the little filbert- 
cCopfe, 
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copſe, where we ſo often uſed to 


meet. —Hard,—hard, did I find the 
talk of quitting for ever thoſe beloved 
ſcenes !—unfortunately, too, the car- 


riage which conveyed me, with good 


Mr. and Mrs. Hutton, 8 os 


pitable manſion, paſſed through the 


very village, and by the very houſe, 


in which you liv'd. — The little 


avenue that leads to it, (through | 
which I have ſo often ran with rap- 
ture to meet you) is now o ergrown 


and gloomy: the doves of which vou 


were ſo fond, J heard cooing at a me- 


lancholy diſtance.— Ah, my friend 5 
when I thought of my preſent ſituation 
of diſtreſs, and compared it with thoſe 


former tranquil days of happy, care- 


leſs eaſe, my very heart died within 
me. 


1 


"I begin to wonder I 5305 had no N 
letter from my aunt.— But it is im- 


2 poſſible I ſhould know what ſhe may 
have . 
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have had to hinder her at this—I am 


Interrupted. Peggy Hutton calls me 


down to walk in the garden. — Dear 


girl!—I come.—Theſe kind friends, 


my Lucy, will not let me be a mi- 


nute alone, if poſſible, leſt I ſhould 


indulge my griefs.—l muſt then, for 


the preſent, throw aſide my pen. 
Adieu—adicu. - 
Yous faithful 
Faxxy B. 


Dec. : 


HE Jong expected letter from 
| my aunt arrived yeſterday :— 
I ſhall make no comments on it, but | 


tranſcribe it for your peruſal. 
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Mrs. GRINMSTON to FRANCES 
BEETOR: 


| Dear N iece, | Grimfton Hole 
I received your melancholy let- 
ter; and think your ſituation moſt 
| deplorable. Left in the deſtitute and 
very wretched condition in which you 
at preſent are, I know not indeed 
what to adviſe.— To be ſure I am 5 
ſorry for the death of the man whom 
my imprudent ſiſter thought fit to 
marry but more ſorry, I muſt add, yl 

for the ſtrange romantic manner in 
which he has bred you. Greek and 
| Latin, I find, and an immoderate love 
of feribbling poetry, and a pack of 
romantic nonſenſe, Mrs. Parker, 
who was lately your neighbour, tells 
me employ the whole of your time. 
Had you but applied yourſelf to your 
needle, (as A indigent girls do) 
inkees 
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inſtead of indulging this ridiculous 
itch for letters, Mr. Grimſton and 
1 would gladly have contributed 


ſome ſmall matter towards bind- 


ing you an apprentice to a mantua- 


maker, milliner, or ſome other re- 


putable trade. Your miſtaken father, | 
addicted to learning himſelf, and hay- 


ing no ſon, gave his daughter a ſon's 


education, without conſidering he 
had not a fingle ſix-pence to leave 
her. But 1 will not reflect on the 


dead. 


Your caſe is indeed deplorable : — 
I know not what to adviſe. But you 
muſt come to us I think: — though I 


really am not very fond of intro- 
ducing a wit into my family. I thank 


God my two daughters have very 


good underſtandings, but they have 


no ideas of ſetting up for learned 
ladies. And if you come to us, I. 


muſt lay my ſtrict commands on you, 


never 


; nes 


no 


— 
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never to inſtill any of your high- fowen 
notions of literature, into the heads 


of my girls :—I wiſh them only to 


excel in the plegſng accomplithments; 
as dancing, French, finging, &c.— 


but defire them to acquire no farther 


knowledge: I would not have my 


daughters /ef up for wits for the uni- 
verſe.—You muſt (as your diſtreſs is 


ſo great) come to us I think. But 


really how to get you here, I know | 
not, —You cannot expect I ſhould | 
ſend our own carriage :—a double 


| horſe will be the beſt conveyance ;— 
and as ſome of our neighbours are 


coming your way, they ſhall call for 
you: you may be ſure I ſhall ſend a 


ſafe perſon. —As I ſuppoſe you are 


bare of cloaths, and as I imagine, in 


your diſtreſt ſtate, you have not been 
ſo abſurd as to put yourſelf to the 

expence of buying mourning, I have 
5 had the conſideration to ſends by the 


bearer, | 
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bearer, a (ſmall bundleof cloaths, with 


which 1 defire you will equip your- 
ſelf, that you may not d; Grace us. 


— 1 have ſent an old black gown, which 
you may have cafily altered to a plain 
ſtyle, for I ſuppoſe you would hardly 
wear it in its preſent taſty faſhion. I 
have alſo ſent an old cap or two, of 


my Caroline's, which you may alter 


into a plain form, ſo as to make a 


decent appearance. — Mr. Grimſton is 


well inclined to receive you; but as 
to that, it is immaterial, as you have 
my permiſi Fon ; and if you behave well 
under my roof, 1 ſhall not refuſe you | 


my protection, being 
Your affectionate aunt, 
ARABEIL LA GRIMSTOx. 


P. 8. I have juſt heard that far- 
mer Hill, a worthy man of this place, 

is coming to a fair near you, I have 
therefore deſired him to call for you, 
with a double horſe, on Wedneſday 
next. 


dreds of poor young creatures, left 
in the ſame deſtitute circumſtances, 
have not, perhaps, where to =P their 
wretched heads ! PI 
I have been examining my aunt's 
conſiderate preſent, which conſiſts of 
an old tatter'd black filk negligee, 
and a dirty gauze cap.—l had indeed 
been guilty of the abjurdity the con- 
demns, in having, from my ſmall ſtock 
of finances, put myſelf into decent 
mourning, for the 6% of men, and 
tendereſt of parents, 


will be gone off the roads. 


Miſs Belton in Continuation. 
What aletteris this of my aunt's !— 


I wept. for two hours on reading it.— 


But hold—let me conſider, and be 


thankful that I have this protection 


(ſuch as it is) to fly to, when hun- 
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next, by which time the ſnow I Hope 
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Vou ſee, my dear, what ſort of 
woman my aunt is.—But huſh'd be 
my fears in regard to my future ſitu- 
ation the ſame good providence, | 


ever kind and juſt, will ſtill I truſt 


Protec me.—O my Lucy! how ſhall 


I be able to part from theſe kind, 


worthy friends, Mr. and Mrs. Hut- 


ton! their behaviour to me 18 quite 


parental. 


* * * * * * * * * % * * * * % 


Medneſday is arrived, and I am 
every moment in expectation of the 


man and double horſe, which is to 
carry me to Grimſton Houſe. 
Good Mrs. Hutton ſtrains me to 


her affectionate boſom : — She is 


ſhock'd to think I ſhould ſet out on 
horſeback, in one of the deepeſt 
ſnows we have had for many years. 


she is afraid for my- health, and 


*. of . bletles 
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* blefles herſelf, ſhe has not the hard 


hearts of ſome folks. She 
But this moment the good man is 
arrived. I muſt tear myſelf from 
theſe dear friends. — Adieu adieu 
then for the preſent. 
* * * * * * „ * „ % „ * * * % 
Village of Llanville. 
Here I am, my friend, 1 thank 
Heaven, ſafe at a ſmall inn on the 


road; as it was impoſſible for me, 


and my good guide (for ſo he appears 


to be) to reach our journey's end 
this night. —The. poor old mare, on 
which I was mounted, fell lame on 
the road, and we had near been bu- 
-ried in the ſnow over the dreary 
moors and mountains we have paſs'd. 


Never did I experience ſo dread- 


ful a journey. —I have been almoſt 


periſhed with cold, notwithſtanding 


Mrs. Hutton wrapped me in three 


cloaks, and packed up in a ſmall. 
baſket, | 
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baſket, a a large vial of a ſtrong cordial 


of her own making, for me to ſup- 
port myſelf, together with a cold 


neat's tongue, cakes, &c. —Methin| $ 
J ſtill feel her parting tear on my 


cheek. 
Moſt luckily, my guide i. is not YE 


a very careful gocd kind of man, but 
alſo quite converſible, and well be- 
hav'd. I was much oblig'd to the 
kind efforts of this agreeable compa- 


nion, on our dreary road to this lit- 
tle inn he did all he could to en- 


tertain me, by relating many little 
droll anecdotes of the families by 
whoſe houſes we paſt, which greatly 
beguil'd the diſmal time we were on 


the road. — On hearing my name was 


| Belton, he exclaim'd, — What! are 


you pcor Mr. Henry Belton's daugh- 
_ ter?—Bleflings on ye:—if you in- 


Herit half his RES you n 1. 


an n angel upon earth.” 


TI could 
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J could not help weeping, my 


Lucy, at the earneſt kindneſs with 


which this honeſt man mentioned 
my poor parent.—On his obſerving 
my grief, he endeavour d to com- 
fort me. 

« Come, dry up your tears. Well 


a-day! I gueſs you are going to ſo- 


journ with Madam Grimſton—and 


all things will turn out well, I doubt 


not. —To be ſure. the ſquire is as 


good a man as ever broke bread;— 


and Madam would be better lik d, 


if ſhe did not carry her head quite ſo 


high. I wiſh ſhe and the miſſes 


would come and take a fillabub at 


my houſe :—but they are above that.” 
I aſk'd if he had a wife. i 


No, Madam, I have not. —1 
once here he fetch'd a deep figh— | 
and remain'd ſo melancholy during 
the reſt of our miſerable Journey, to 
this little 260, that I waz on vinc d 


— 


he had ſome deep affliction at his 
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heart. —I don't mean in his circum- 


ſtances, for I had gather'd from his 
general talk, that he liv'd in a very 
handſome farm of his own. 


On our arriving at this houſe, this 


good man took me off the horſe in 
lis arms, (for I was ſo benumb'd 
with cold, I could not ſtand) and 
carried meinto a little parlour, where 
he order'd a large fire, and tea im- 


mediately. TEL. 
„ Don't be afraid,” aid he, **:to 


truſt yourſelf with an old batchelor, 
my good young lad: I will do all I 
can to entertain you.” I 

He order'd a fine fowl to be pre- 
par'd for our ſuppers ; and whilſt we 
were at our tea, I had an opportunity 
of obſerving my companion more 
minutely ;—in whoſe countenance, 
honeſty and benevolencewere ſtron igly 
impreſs'd, but with an air of the 


Wop deepeſſ 
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| deepeſt melancholy ſpread over his 
features I ever beheld. He appear'd | 
to be about forty years of age, his 


dreſs plain, but neat :—his converſa- 


tion I found much above that of the 


common rank of farmers ; and I 
could eafily diſtinguiſh his education 
had qualified him for a higher ſphere. 
There was ſomething ſo friendly in 
this man's behaviour, that deſtitute 
and helpleſs as my condition was, 


and the idea of going the next day to 
a proud, and unkind relation ;—all 
this together fo aſſail'd my weak 
heart, that I could not help burſting 


into tears.— Mr. Hill took my hand. 


« Come, take courage there's a 
merciful God over all—dry up your 


tears, and let us try to be merry.” 


« You are very good Sir, {endea- 
vouring to force a ſmile) you are your- 
win ſo chearful, that” He interrupted 
«© Chearful! Ah Mig * could 

F cell 
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tell you a tale that would make your 
forrows appear trifling. It is true, I 
endeavour to put on a face of eaſe, 


and mirth :—but I have Hat here 


(putting his hand to his breaſt) I 
have had my trials.—As we have an 
hour or two to ſpare before ſupper, 
Tl give you the heads of my melan- 
choly ſtory :—the calamities of others 


often teach us to bear our own with 


patience.” 


7-0 If it be not impertinent, 67 ſaid 


I, „I ſhould be glad to hear it.” 
3 Impertinent!“ he cried, “no 
I Will gladly inform you, of what is 


indeed the conſtant Neger of my 


On. 


He then began his little hiſtory, 
as nearly as I can remember, 1 in the 


following words. 
L ] am the fon of a wealthy yeo- 


man, who, and ſeveral generations 
before him 


inhabited the comforta- 
%%% 00 8 
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ble little patrimony I now enjoy. 


My father, who was very fond of me, 


| (being his only child) choſe to give — 


me not only an education above the 
rank in which he lived, but alſo gave 


me the choice (for he ſaid he would 


have his ſon a gentleman) of being 
bred either to the law, the church, 


or in a merchant's compting-houſe. 
El choſe the latter: and according- 
ly, at the age of eighteen, was ſent 


up to London, and placed with a wor- 


thy merchant of the firſt eminence; 
where I liv'd ſeven years, with uni- 
verſal eſtimation. About this time, 
my maſter, who was an old widower, 
married a young lady of ſome beauty, 


and no fortune. From that period 


I may date the beginning of my mis- 
fortunes. My maſter had not been 
married three months, when he miſſed 


ſeveral ſums of money. His ſuſpi- 


cions, by his wife's infinuations, un- 
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happily fell on me; and though he : 


himſelf confeſs'd it was ſtrange, that 


= after ee ſerv'd . ſo ny 
ſhould prove diſhoneſt at laſt, yet I 


was ſeized and committed to priſon. 


12 5 Among my acquaintance, ſuſpicion 
was enough ;—it was not mention'd 


that J was apprehended through a 


miſtaken opinion, but that I. was 
actually impriſon'd for robbing my 
maſter.— My very fidelity was made 
uſe of as an aggravation of my guilt; 
and the integrity I had ſo lately been 
3 eſteemed for, was now termed the 
| ſpecious machinations of plauſible 


cunning, and artful hypocriſy. 


25 The circumſtance being ſo pub- 


lick, it could not long remain con- 
ceal'd from my good old father :— 


who, poor man, was but juſt reco- 
vering from a violent fever, when 
this cutting news was ſent him. 


. F 
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The ſurprize and afffiction caus'd 
fach a violent agitation in his mind, 


as occaſioned a relapſe. None but a 


parent can conceive the an guiſh which 


a parent feels on ſuch an afflicting 


occaſion. | 


Rut Why ſhould I dwelt: on this 


dreadful circumitance ?—Sutfce it to 


ſay, his relapſe was attended with 


conſequenees the moſt fatal; for in a 
week's time, I receiv'd a letter ac- 
quainting me of his death, and that 
he had expir'd in the utmoſt agonies, 


calling out (as he ſuppos d me) upon 


the diſgrace of his name, and the 
ſcandal of his family. — But, oh, Miſs. 


Belton, my afflictions did not ſtop 
here. It is now twenty years ſince, 


and yet my heart is torn at this hour; 
not more by the wound of filial af- 


fection, than the pangs of diſap- 


pointed love. Ves, my poor, my 5 
amiable Nancy, thy lovely image | 8 
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this moment before my eyes, and 
tells me, how bleſt I e have been 
by ſhewing me” 

Here the os man's tears flowed 
ſo faſt, he was ſome moments unable to 


proceed. And do you think, Lucy, | 


I did not weep too Indeed I did, 


After ſome minutes he continu'd.” 


„Well, God's will be done et 
will, if poſſible, be compos d. You 


muſt know, I had for ſome time paid 


my addreſſes to a young lady, who, if 


a lover is capable of judging with im- 
partiality, had every virtue which 
could excite the warmeſt admiration, 

and whole perſon was form'd with 
every grace that could inſpire the 
tendereſt love. For ſome years be- 
fore, my character, and the favorable 
opinion ſhe had long entertain'd for 
me, (notwithſtanding the diſparity of 


our circumſtances, for ſhe had a very 
conliderable fortune) had induced her 


friends 


#4 
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friends to conſent to our marriage; 


and the week before my being un- 


juſtly committed, our wedding-day 


was fix d, cloaths bought, and every 
thing getting ready for the comple- 


tion of our wiſhes; but, alas! inſtead 
of ſeeing me as a happy huſband, ſhe 


was to look upon me with horror, 


and to think me an impriſon'd felon. 
The moment I was taken up, ſhe was 


hurried into the country, and ſhortly 
after forcibly married to a drunken 
fox- hunting ſquire, and, in leſs than 
twelve months, died of a broken 
heart. But to come to the point. 
My trial came on, and noevidence 
appearing of the leaſt conſequence a- 
gainſt me, I was of courſe acquitted 


moſt honourably : nay, in a very lit- 


tle time after, it came out, that my 
maſter's wife had taken thoſe very 
ſums of money for which I had been 
be irnpriſon d. in order to . 
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port the extravagance of an officer in 
the army, who had been long her 
gallant. But what was I to do? I had 
no remedy for the diſgrace I had ſuf- 


fer d; nor any reparation for the in- 


jury that had been done to my cha- 


racter: and though my innocence was 
publickly known, yet nobody would 


employ me; becauſe ] had been taken 


up, on a ſuſpicion of having robb'd 
my maſter, my acquaintance ſeem'd 


to avoid me: —in ſhort, I was not 
| uſed with half that tenderneſs when 


acquitted, as ; + ſhould have met with 
had I been condemn'd.—Such is the 


nature of man! my caſe was miſera- 


ble: I was robb'd of my character, 


: of my father, and of the woman of 
; my ſoul.—In ſhort, I went abroad 


(being almoſt diſtracted) to try, by a 
variety of ſcenes, to amuſe my mind. 
About fifteen years ſince I return- 


5 ed, and ſettled in a farm I had pur- 


chas' d, 


8 1 „ a 
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chas'd, (having a decent ſufficiency 


for life) in the pariſh where Mr. 


Grimſton lives. — I made choice of 


that ſpot above all others in the 
world, becauſe there my dear, and 


ever-lamented Nancy lies interr'd: 


and there, on that account, I intend. 
paſſing the remainder of my days. I. 
enjoy a-pleafing kind of grief in viſit- 
ing my dear girl's grave, and few 


days paſs, but I bedew it with my 


923 


tears.“ 


Here Mr. Hill ceas'd 1 tory, 


which affected me much. 


We fmiſh'd our little ſupper, and 
Tam now in my ſmall bed- chamber, 
ſcribblipg this day's adventure to the 
friend of my ſoul.—I had brought in 


my pocket an Epictetus, and a Ho- 


race, to amuſe my mind but my 
companion prov'd ſo agreeable, had 
no occaſion for any other entertain 


ment. . 20 
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Good night, my Lucy He are to 
ſet out as ſoon as it is light in the 


| morning, for Grimſton Houſe.—Pity 


110 pray * 
Your poor 


Fanny. 


> - E T T E 3 X. 
| Grinſton Hef. 


” Arriv'd yeſterday, my dear, at my 
1 aunt's, who ſent for me up into a 
. room, which ſhe has dignified 
with the name of dreſſing room. She 
receiv'd me with a very ſtately air, 
whilſt your poor Fanny, who you 
know is naturally timid, ſtood trem- 
bling before her, as if ſhe had really 
committed a crime, in putting herſelf 
under her protection.—She. ſurvey'd 


me very attentively, and I thought 


Chang d colour. Les 
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80 Frances, (in a ſolemn tone) 
you are come at laſt !—why you are 
much faller than I imagin'd.—And 
child, what have you over-heated 
yourſelf with riding, that you look 
ſo like the Red Lion at Brentford ?— 


Have you always that hue of a dairy- 


maid in your cheeks ?—Perhaps you | 
are hot with riding *—Have you 
taken any refreſhment below, ſince 
you arriv'd ?—We have cn di in the 
parlour above an hour ago, 
— 1 inform'd her I really could eat 


nothin; g, as I was almoſt frozen with 
riding in the ſnow. 


. „ Bleſs me!” the replied, 672 
really ſhould not have expected ſuch 
delicacy from a girl bred on a Welfh 


* Mrs, Grimſton had in fact no fears that 
her niece was over-fatigu'd with her journey. 


Her chief paſſion was pride; and the vanity of 


being ſtill admir'd as a very fine woman.—She. 
was therefore not a little hurt, at the ama ing IT 
beauty of the uy Fanny, N 
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mountain. Well, child, — Monſon, 
my own maid, will ſhew you the 
apartment I have allotted for you. — 
1 will ſend for you down to tea.—I 
am now you ſee buſy (ſhe was trying 
on a new cap before the glaſs) Re- 
member Frances, you are not to poi- 
: fon the minds of my girls with your 
ridiculous Latin and Greek.”  _ 
I humbly told her, I mould make 
it the ſtudy of my life to oblige her 
and my couſins : hoped they were 
well, and likewiſe my uncle. 
Four couſins,” ſaid ſhe, „ as 
5 you call them, are at preſent engag 'd 
with their French maſter, who comes 
weekly from B; therefore don' t 
break in upon them, 1 ware you. 
—There—you may now go. 
I curtſied, and left the room, but 
5 calling me back again, —“ J hope, 
; child,” ” ſhe faid, you have not 
. brought with you that old woman, 
2 Þ Gs Sree who 
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who tack'd herſelf to your _ for 
ſo many years? 


I was ſhock' d, my Lucy, as the poor 


Martha was the perſon ſhe meant, 
and who had been her own nurſe as 
well as my dear mother's. 


«© No, Madam,” TI replied: with 


0 ſome degree of ſpirit, © no, Madam, 


the worthy woman you mention is 


I truſt happy.— Heaven has taken 
her to itſelf for ſome tine.“ 


She again ſtar'd at me; 4 told 


me I might go to my_apartment; 'L- 


curtfied—and withdrew. _.. 
J have been thus particular: in my 
account of this lady, as the inutia, 


you know, my. dear, always beſt ex- 


emplifies a perſon's character. My 


aunt, I fancy, has been very hand- 


ſome; and though ſhe is near fifty, 


there are ſtill the remains of a fine 
face: and I think ſhe ſcems to know Fg 
it, as the luryey' d herſelf often in the 
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.glaG, whillt ſhe was talking. —She 
was mightily dreſt out, and pow- 
dered. 

- Well, Lucy, I am in poſſefiion o 
my apartment, as my aunt calls it.— 

It is enough to make one ſick of the 

name of an apartment ; ,—for I really 

believe it is nothing but a little kind 
of rubbiſh hole, into which they have 
ſqueez d an old tatter'd tent bed, for 
my uſe. It is at the very top of the 
| houſe; the furniture no other than 

one broken chair, and a table with 

three legs.—1 am thankful, however, 
” have a ſmall refuge to myſelf. 


ä 


1 was ſent for down to tea: my 
couſins ed me very attentively : 8 
they appear older than I am: both 
affected, to the greateſt degree :—their 
perſons remarkably plain, and they 
e puny, and ſickly. —At ſupper 
they 
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= they wanted to begin a converſation 
on poetry, which I declin'd. 


II 1] ſuppoſe,” faid my pert couſin 
. Emily, «© you will make a poem on 
your leavin g Wales, that romantic 


ſpot.—I imagine you have always a 


muſe at your elbow.—Well—I am 
fo glad you are come Now we ſhall 
never want for rebuſſes, and acroſ- 
ticks and riddles,—now we have got a 


wit among us.“ 


Het mother thought this Gba 
tion very ſmart, and gave her daugh- 


ter a look of great pleaſure.—Cirv- 


line fat i in ſilent ſcorn. 


I was ſurpris'd I had not al this 
time ſeen my uncle ;—but I ſoon 
found he was look'd on only as a cy- 

pher in the family, and was then, 
poor man, laid up with his annuul 


fit of the gout, in the farther corner 


of the houſe. —My aunt, I find, has 


always the entire management ef 
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every thing, and prides herſelf in 


what ſhe calls having a great ſoul, 


and in being the moſt notable woman 
in the country. „ 

— * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

My aunt having given this ſmall 
manſion, which is, in fact, no more 
than a decent- looking ſaſh'd box, the 
pompous title of Grimſton Houſe, ſuf- 
| ficiently ſhews me her character. 
The ſituation. of this ſpot is very 
: dreary, by the ſide of a bleak ſwampy 
moor. Nat a tree to be ſeen, except 
a few ſtraggling yews in. a corner of 
the garden, which. is call'd the wil- 

dierneſt, in which is a kind of little 
hovel, known by the name of the 


Gothic 7. emple, 
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Monday, Dec. 10. | 


Luc,, —I have now been here 
above a week, and have not actually - 
53 made 
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made one good meal in all the time. 
I am almoſt ſtarv d though we have 


every day a dinner, of what my ma. 


naging aunt calls a genteel figure : 


| we have as Swift ſays, 


„Five nothings, in five plates of delft.” 5 


ind for ſupper, three roaſted apples, 
and three burnt potatoes, are uſher'd 
in with the parade of a fideboard, 
and a footman. Sour raiſin wine has 
the appellation of Frontiniac, and 


ſkim milk cheeſe, my aunt calls Par- 
meſan. 


My coulins have neither an ear, or 

voice; but becauſe muſic is a faſhion- 

able accompliſhment, they have an 
old ſinging-maſter comes to them 
weekly, from a town at ſome miles 
diſtance. 

This gentleman aſl d me one tay 
to ſing a ſong; I complied in my art- 
le/s manner, (for you know I am 
quite unacquainted with notes) and. 
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. was pleas d to beſtow many enco- 
miums on my poor performance.—. 
My aunt look ditpleasd—and deſired 
to hear no more of my /qualling, leſt 

it ſhould hi, the taſte of her daugh- 


ters. Indeed, my dear, your poor 


: dejected Fanny has but little heart to 
ſing—the hourly inſults the bears, 
are quite intolerable. 


ES #%*# % „ * * * 


Wdnſiay. 
0 Luey, this 1 is not to be borne 1— 


| Thad this morning ſhut myſelf up in 
my little garret, and had juſt finiſh'd 
an ode to melancholy,—and a tranſla- 
tion from my favorite author Homer, 

15 —when i in ruſh'd both my ill- natur d 


couſins.— They ſnatch'd up my per- 


formances, and ran down ſtairs with 

85 them tomy aunt; with We caught 
ber, mamma, in the very fact of ſcrib- 

80 her nonſenſe. V 
A e Carty 


EF: h# © 
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Carry the trumpery ſtuff,” ſaid 


my aunt, ** to the cook, and bid her 


inge the fowls for dinner with it, or 
ſkewer it on to the next roaſt beef 


we have it 18 quite intolerable of 


family.“ 
My enraged aunt irie her diſ- 


the girl :;—I am determin'd I will | 
haye no ſuch ridiculous doings i in my 


pleafure to me ſo high, that ſhe omit- 
ted to have me call'd down to din- 
ner; and afterwards ironically told 
me, the ſappos'd I was too much en- 
I gag d with the 12 ifes, to think of eat- 


ing. In ſhort, not a day paſſes but 
I am inſulted with being call'd © the 


Philoſopher in Petticoats, or by | 


ſome other term of derifion : fo that 


Shakeſpear, 


ls there no pitying power 


I am ready to cry out with Juliet 


ce Which ſees into the depth of my diſtreſs ? z. 
Monſon, 
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SEES EEE „ #4 ++ 


| Monſon, as my aunt calls her 


maid, is however kind to me.—Upon 
my word, my dear, I ſhould be abſo- 
lutely ſtary'd, if it was not for this 
good woman, My aunt, with all her 
parſimony, ſill keeps up the form of 
' grandeur ; and, in imitation of qua- 
lity, chuſes to ſit late after dinner, 
though it be only over a few mouldy 
walnuts, or rotten apples.—If theſe 
relations of mine were in ſtraiten 4 
circumſtances, I ſhould pity them; 
but it is, I find, far otherwiſe. — My 
uncle has a good eſtate, and may be 
juſtly call'd a rich man ;—but this 


niggardlineſs i is all my aunt's manage- 


ment, — Adieu my dear from 


ever your „ 


F. B. 


Here 
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Here is an interval of three months, 
in which, though Miſs Belton con- 
tinues to correſpond with her friend, 


yet as the letters, though not un-en- 


tertaining, are not immediately neceſ- 


ſary to the thread of the narrative, 


the editor has omitted them. 


LETTER Xx. 


Grimfton Hhuſe, Arri 3˙ 


M Lacy, that I were this mo- 
ment tending ſheep, —milking 
00Ws,—Or in the loweſt Nate of ſlave- 


ry, inſtead of being this miſerable 


thing I am! My aunt ſeems to keep 
me here, for no other purpoſe in this. 


world, but as a ſubject for her pride 


to work on. —Yeſterday a great. deal 


of company were here, when an in- 


cident happen'd, which has made me 


out of all Paticnce. | 
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My couſins had the cruel inſolence 


to call me down into the parlour,— 
to deſire me, ** to ſolve a problem in 
Euclid.“ This, you may be ſure, 


; was contriv d to have ſome mirth at 


my expence. On my ſaying their 
ae was impoſſible, as I had no 


pretenſions to any thing of that kind, 


they brpke out in a violent laugh, 
with © Ah! poor Fanny, what does 


your wonderful knowledge fail you 


at laſt? Mrs. Lewis deſires you would 
make an elegy on the death of her 


lap-dog, and Mr. Brown wiſhes you 


to exerciſe your muſe in making an 
epithalamium onhisenſuing marriage, 
If you muft be poetical, we will find 


you work enough. — Theſe ladies 


| wanted tO ſee a lie authoreſs,” 
This cruel ſarcaſm my ſpiteful cou- 


fins thought mighty clever: —a tear 


ſtarted to my eye.—The company, I 


muſt ſay, appear d by no means in- 


clin” d 


as 
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clin d to favour their wit; — but 
ſeem'd to look on me with an eye of 
ö compaſſion. ” = TL 

My poor uncle, who is now quite 
recover 'd of his annual gout, and who 
0 when my aunt does not obſerve him) 
often gives me a kind look of appro- 


bation, then did ſo; and ſoftly de- 


fir'd me not to be Ane 
This couple (notwithſtanding his 


perfect acquieſcence) lead but an un- 


happy life :—and how ſhould it be 
otherwiſe, when one conſiders the 
motives of their coming together ?— 


My aunt married Mr. Grimſton 
merely for his fortune; and he had 
no other inducement than her hand- 
ſome face. What reaſons for two 


people ſpending all their days together! 
—or rather, what reaſons for e 
ing the ſacred marriage vo W! 


Indeed, my poor uncle leads Amd 
as wretched a life as myſelf. — “ You 
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Shall, Mr. Grimſton, do this—and I 
will have you do that,” '—are his hour- 
iy lectures. 
Ah! my friend, that I was now 
on that immenſe watery ſpace which 
ſeparates us !—I endeavour to ſup- 
port my ſpirits with the ſweet hope 
that we may yet live to meet again. 
I now am ſhut up in my little 
apartment, ſcribbling to my Lucy, 
' which is the only comfort left me. 
Bleſs me! what have we here! A 
poſt- chaiſe and four horſes driving 
up the gravel walk, before the houſe, 
f three footmen riding by, and my un- 
cle attending by the ſide of the 
chaiſe! what can be the meaning of 
all this ?—my aunt I hear calling, 
6c Betty, Suſan, Peter, where are ye 
all? Run,—fly, open the beſt par- 
lour windows—lay down the carpet. 
— Caroline, Emily, — run this mo- 


ment and put on your laſt new. caps, 
and 
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and pink ruffs.” — Heavens! what 
| can be the meaning of all this? 
But here I ſhall fit /2ug in my gar- 
ret, and ſee all the parade. —Merciful 
| Goodneſs ! —what do I ſee! my 
aunt runs herſelf to the outer gate! 
A young gentleman taken out of 
the chaiſe—ſupported in the arms of 


his ſervants [—Is he dead ?—NO ;— 


one arm hangs lifeleſs, as if broken 


—my uncle himſelf ſupports his head, 


which ſeems wounded, and which is 
reclin'd on his ſhoulder. In the name 
of Goodneſs, who, or what can this 


ſtranger be ?—He appears young, (for 


from my little window I can ſee the 


whole melancholy proceſſion) and ex- 


tremely handſome—his fine hair di- 
ſhevell d! 


This moment Monſon i is come for 
2 vial of hartſhorn, which happen'd 
to be in my room. She informs me 
this fine gentleman, my dear, is no ; 


Vor. I. | lets 
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leſs than sir Charles Belford, who 
unfortunately has been overturn'd 
about two miles from this houſe.— 
His arm it ſeems is broke, and they 
fear one of his legs, by the wheel of 
the carriage running over him.—His 
head is alſo greatly wounded by fall- 
ing on a rocky ſtone.—Poor gentle- 
man !—1s it not, my Lucy, a ſad ac- 
” cident! 
Muy uncle, it ſcefns, who was tak» 
ing his afternoon' s ride, paſs'd by at 
the very moment this happen'd, and 
aſſiſted the ſervants in lifting him 
into his carriage, and very kindly (on 
hearing his name and title, and that 
he was juſt returning from the next 
county where he had been choſen 
15 member of parliament) very humane- 
ly. I fay, defir'd he might be carried 
to his houſe, no other fit for his re- 
ception on theſe dreary moors being 
nearer than ſeveral miles diſtance; 


for 
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for at the next village nothing is to 
be ſeen but wretched cottages. As 
the poor gentleman's wound in his 
head bled very much, his ſervants 
| were greatly alarm'd, and begg'd their 


s | maſter would accept of the kind gen- 
-  tleman's invitation; — who would 
- | likewite recommend them to the beſt 


— ſurgeon theſe parts afforded. 


Monſon was in ſuch a hurry, ſhe 


could tell me no more; only that ſhe 
at never ſaw ſo fine a young gentleman 
ad in her days.— But I am call'd down. 
ml Even your poor neglected F anny is 


on to help to get things in order, in 
dat this general buſtle.—At night I will 
xt | tell you more.—Again I am call'd. 


„ * * * * * * * * - r * 


e-. ä 
bd; go Eleven at Night, 
re- Lucy, never was ſo amiable a man! 


ing hut let me try to collect my ſcat⸗ 
ce; ter d thoughts as well as I am able; 
„ II . for, 
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for, ſome- how, my ſpirits are ſadly 
| hurried. To ſee any one in pain als ays 


hurts me, for I am a miſerable cow- 


ard. — But I muſt endeavour to give 
you ſome account of this poor gen- 
tleman. 


My aunt call'd me down for ſome- 


thing ſhe wanted in the beſt parlour, 
Where on a couch was plac'd this 
amiable ranger. He appear' d in 
| great pain, — pale, — his head ſtill 
bleeding. 


Frances, (said my aunt, who 
With my couſins were tearing linen 


for the bandages, againſt the arrival 


of the ſurgeon) fetch another pillow 


: —make haſte—how you ſtir !” 


J flew for the pillow. —1 found the 


maids up ſtairs preparing the beſt 
bed- chamber. — Monſon whiſper'd 


—* never fa my miſtreſs ſo 


S a Datchelor, I find; No- 


if 


7 


15 0 n my life.— This fine young 


bled. 


if. he ſhould take a liking to Miſs ca- 
roline, or Miſs Emily!“ 


; oY Aye,” ſaid I, ſmiling, Who 


| knows but that may happen ?” In- 
| deed I obſery'd I never had ſeen my 
aunt appear ſo happy, which I had 
| wonder'd at, with ſuch a melancholy 
accident juſt happening — 1 carried 


down the pillow, and advanc'd with 


ö great humility to the coucheon which 


the poor gentleman was id, making 
my very beſt curtſey.—. Lucy, ne- 
ver did my eyes behold ſo fine a 
eee 

As I was going to place the pillow” 


under his head, he open'd his eyes, 


and fixing them on me very atfen- 
tively, with a languid voice he ſaid, 


— You are very good ;—] earn 
_ give all this trouble 1 thouſand 


thanks. 
O Lucy, how lis look” d 1 trem 
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My aunt bearing him ſpeak to me, 


haſtily turn'd round — with, How 
aukwardly you have put the pillos 


indeed !—Come away, and let me ad- 


juſt it. e 
I retir d, bath d, to the other end 


of the room. — Sir Charles Belford 
look'd at me, I thought, with great 
wee 


* Go, Frances,” ſaid my aunt, 


« 5 320 get coffee immediately.“ 


This ſhe Taid, J ſuppoſe, to e 


me appear in the light of a ſervant, 
or to get me out of the room. — Pe- 
ö ter the footman, Was gone with the 
gentleman's ſervants to fetch the ſur- 
geon, many : miles diſtant. Monſon. 
and I, however, got the coffee, &c. 
and ſhe carried it in; I followed 
with a plate of cakes. During this 
repaſt 1 ſtood by the window, my 
aunt, I imagine, not thinking ſo poor 
a girl as I ſhould fit in the preſence 


of 


"SY 


of a baronet—He drank a diſh of 
coffee, and ſeem'd a little reviv'd, 
though in great pain. . 

J am fearful, Madam,” ſaid he 
to my aunt, I ſhall give trouble.” 


The maids over head were making : 
ſuch a noiſe in dry-rubbing the 


chamber, and in clattering about, 


| that you wouid have thought, in- 
deed, great preparations were mak- 


ing. 


my own home, the trouble that 


My aunt interrupted him with a 
moſt ſmiling N 


*Abeg, Sir Charles Belford, you 


will net” mention the word 7rou- 


« ble,—Know, Sir, I think myſelf 


cc 


0 this honour.—l think, Sir Charles, 


3 It re- 
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Thi unfortunate abeident; 1 he 
continued, ce happening ſo far from 


happy in having you under my 
roof. I ſhould have been extreme-_ 
ly ſorry, indeed, not to have had 
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1 remember your mother. — We 


* went, I believe, to the ſame ſchool 


* in London : She was, I think, a 
Cecil, or a Churchill, I forget 
„ which. My father” (my aunt, 


you muſt know, values herſelf on her 


family, which certainly was a good 


one) © I very well remember, was 
* a leading man in that great county 
w election in which Sir Anthony 
= Belford was choſen. —You ſee we 


 ** are, in fact, not abſolute ſtrangers.” 


My aunt was full of her welcomes 
and fine ſpeeches ; — but the poor 
N gentleman growing quite faint, beg- 
ged to be carried to his apartment.— 
The ſurgeon too now arrived, —and 
I really believe every one attended 


the mournful proceſſion up ſtairs.— 
Juſt as J got to the ae 00 


with a bundle of fine linen for the 
bandages, my aunt turned out with 


great quacknoſs upon me,—ſnatching 
Rs what 
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what 1 had i in my hand, with, « You 


«are not coming into Sir Charles 
„ Belford's room, I hope! — You 
„would not be fo decent ſurely!“ 
« I was not, madam but as to 
10 the indecency, as I followed the ex- 
« ample of you and my couſins, I 
„thought I could not do wrong.” 
„ Don't be pert child,” ſhe cried, 
flapping the door in my face. —In- 
deed, my dear, I would not—could 
not have ſtayed in the room for the 
: world, to have ſeen any perſon in ſuch 
miſery, as I am convinced poor Sir 
Charles muſt feel from the ſurgeon' 8 
operations.—His arm was broke —his 
knee diſlocated, and his head much 
cut, though it ſeems not dangerouſly. 
I went down, and could not help 
weeping to hear his groans.—You 
know I have a heart that can feel for 
the diſtreſs of others —How my two 
couſins could bear to ſtay i in the con 
Hs during 
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during the operations I cannot con- 
ceive: — my aunt's preſence might 


perhaps be neceſſary, but I cannot 


think that of the girls ſo. 


Never, my dear, did I ſee my aunt 
in ſuch good humour, as when the 


family met to fit down to ſupper. 


The ſurgeon has ordered his pa- 


tient to keep his bed for ſome days, 


and to be kept quiet, as he 9 : 


hends a ſever will enſue. 
But as I was laying, my aunt is ſo 


delighted with her gueſt, that the 
could hardly contain herſelf till the 
ſervant was diſmiſſed after ſupper; | 


5: then ſhe began. 


Indeed, my dear, (to my poor 
vncle, who looked equally ſurprized, 
and delighted, to be addrefled by ſuch 


an unuſual epithet—) you never in 


your whole life did fo Judicious, and 


proper a thing, as to bring this fine 
Lane gentleman to our houſe WhO 
knows, 
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knows, but that it may produce 
femething more laſting than a comms 17 


acquaintance ? ?—1 aſſure you, Caro- 


line, whilſt you was holding the drops 
to him, I thought this young baronet 


| ſurveyed you very attentively, not- 
withſtanding his pain :—and indeed 


ſo he did you Emily.—Well! I had 
the ſtrangeſt dream laſt night [—me- 
thought I ſaw one of you, but which 


| TI cannot recollect, dreſt all in white 
| as for a bride; and a ſweet, pretty 


{| young gentleman ſtanding by.” 


M y poor fimple uncle, who adores 
his girls, laughed with pleaſure till 


L he Book his tides; 


„Fanny, continued my aunt, the 


| firſt time ſhe has ever called me „, 


% you ſhall make ſome verſes on the 


occaſion if ſuch a thing ſhould hap- 
pen. —Well—nothing 18 impoſſible, 
—Belford I Bel ford !- what a Proſe 


title 1 is lady Belford 1 5 
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* Aye,” ſaid my uncle, © and what 
is better than a title, he has a great 
ESTATE. A great deal of ready 
money, by the death of an uncle, is 
fallen to him lately beſides.—I have 
heard a good deal about e as he 
is 85 member for - 


2», 


O charming!” faid my aunt, 


5 to be married to a member of par- 
liament. — Caroline, if th7s ſhould ſuc- 
ceed, —you will go up to London 
whenever the houſe meets.” © But,” 
ſaid 1 faintly—1 thought I might ven- 

ture to put in a word, in this ſcene - 
of general joy; © who knows but 
the gentleman may be a married 

DT? 


« No—no,” faid my uncle, * not 


| he; he's a batchelor I'll anſwer for 
him.—Well, my jewel, ” ſaid my de- 
lighted uncle to my aunt, * now you 
have mM. it in my head, I ds think Sir 


Charles 
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Charles ſeemed to eye Caroline with 


ſome degree of attention.” 
We now all roſe to go to bed. My 
uncle gave my aunt a kiſs on the 


ſtairs, and the girls even began a little 


as ans PRs elated were they. 
* Huſh—huſh—” faid my aunt, 
* you will diſturb the baronet.” 
I retired to my little loft at the top 


| of the houſe, and not being diſpoſed- 
to ſleep, ſcribbled thus far to my 
Lucy.—Heigh ho! I find myſelf un- 
uſually melancholy to-night. I have 


been weeping—and thinking of my 


poor father. Good night to my 


ſweet friend! 
I am, Kc. : 
F. B. 


I forget if I told you in my laſt 


letter, that I have finiſhed another 


* 


act of my tragedy. 
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; | real 
N LETTER XII. I nan 
| his 
ö | April 8. . 
| I dov R a my friend, have Oh. 
| Fe paſs'd fince I dated my laſt letter, | not 
in which nothing very material has a ge 
5 occur'd.— The poor gentleman is till | Son- 
6 confin' d to his bed, though the ſur- | # 
1 geon thinks him in a 3 way of re- tell! 
eoxery —My aunt continues in a 2© THz 
N moſt exceeding happy diſpoſition :- „„ 
my uncle looks very /impering and | fami 
In goes humming about the houſe,— Þ ar. 
i „Oh! the happy bridal day !'—My | «. 
| 255 two couſins are dreſt every day in ſmart | wor 
| caps, and ſome of their beſt orna- ny, 
| ments; for my aunt, theſe two days, was 
| has had her afternoon tea carried into | carri 
| "= the baronet's apartment, —by way of | hi! 
k amuſing him, ſhe ſays, as he is now maſt; 
| able to fit up in his bed, and to con- the u 
| 8 . but * think the has another 1 daug 
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reaſon, beſides amu/ns her gueſt; 
namely, introducing her daughters to 
his notice. Do you think your poor 
Fanny is one of theſe little parties 


Oh—no—no—my aunt ſays, ſhe could 


not think of itruding me, upon ſo fine 


a gentleman.—But here comes Mon- 


ſon—1 throw down my pen. 
Lucy, I am amaz'd :—ſhe came to 


tell me that Sir Charles Bel ford defires 
I would drink tea in his apartment 5 
this afternoon, with the reſt of the 
family.— “ pee e dear Mrs. 


Monſon, ſaid I. 
Indeed 'tis true,” aid the good 
woman, *and I'll tell you, Miſs Fan- 


ny, how it happen'd. Sir Charles 


was drinking a diſh of chocolate I had 


carried him this day about noon, and + 


whilſt I ſtood waiting by him, m 


miſtreſs came into the room after 


the uſual compliments, ſhe faid, 1 
daughters and I, Sir, will. do, our- 
* Dyes 


— 
* . 8 * 
” 


wn * 8 * 
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© ſelves the honour of drinking our tea 
with you this afternoon.—Pray, ſaid 
Sir Charles, (O Miſs Fanny, what 
a ſweet gentleman he is!) pray, Mrs. 
_ Grimſton, have you not another 
daughter ?—I thought the day I came 
here I ſaw another young lady: —if 
not your daughter, I imagine ſhe is 
one of your tamily.—I beg you will 
make no ſort of ceremony with me, 
; good madam. —Whoever that young 
perſon i is, pray be fo free to bring 
her, for I am an utter enemy to all 
formality, s ſhe a relation of your's ? 
My miſtreſs colour'd up as red as 
ſcarlet. she is—ſhe is—Sir Charles, 
a girl I keep out of charity. Por 
: young woman! ſaid he; but as ſhe 
is, I imagine, the companion to your 
- daughters, let them come all toge- 
| ther pray. — really thought ſhe was 
ill relation, for I indeed think ſhe 
1015 5 ame you, Mrs. Grimſtone.— My 
| poor 
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poor miſtreſs (who God help her is 


very vain) look'd pleas'd to be thought 


like ſo handſome a young perſon— 
(Monſon's words, remember Lucy.) 


* Do you think the girl like me, Sir 
Charles ?—No great wonder indeed, 


as ſhe is, I own to you, a relation of 


mine.—Her mother was indeed my 
filter, but very foolilily married a 


poorWelſh curate—whois at laſt dead, 
and the girl being left quite de/{ztute, 
I have taken the young creature un- 

der my protection.” —* You acted. 
with great humanity, Madam, ſaid the 
amiable gentleman. And nowMiſs 
F anny, continued Mrs. Monſon, 
*© you are to get yourſelf ready to go 
with your aunt and couſins, at five 


o'clock, into Sir Charles's apartment. 


It would have been very particular 
indeed, if your aunt had omitted you 
longer. But to ſay the truth, I do 
really think it was the compliment Sir 
Charles 


. r > = = 
- —— — : * 3 
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Charles paid to her beauty, that you 


owe her kindneſs in taking you with 


1 her. —Poor lady, the has a great deal 


of vanity.“ 


1 Il be ready.“ 

„ forgot, „ faid the good wo- 
man, © my miſtreſs particularly de- 
ſir'd you would not dreſs yvourſelf.— 

Let her come in her common things, 


aid my miſtreſs, if ſhe muſt go. 


too red with weeping,. — for I am very 
low, my Lucy, and have been think- 
ing of my poor father all the morn- 


Heaven's how I tremble | what ails 
My: fooliſh heart? 


: Now, 


„Well,“ faid L „ Mrs. Monſon, 


It i is now almoſt five o'clock to 
be ſure 1 am a very ſtrange | figure to 
wait on ſuch a gentleman. —My eyes 


ing.— — But adieu, for the preſent. 


mo! 
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Ten at night. 


Now, my dear, for an account of 
my viſit—On the ſtairs I met my 
aunt and couſins, all elegantly dreſt. 
Caroline look'd quite angry at me. 
Come, are you rcady, madam : = was 
her ſtrange word. | 

We all went inte Sir Charles's 
apartment: he was ſitting up in his 
bed, his arm in a kind of box. — But X | 110 k | 
oh, my dear, never did I behold ſo 4 
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fine a countenance !—Senfibility and i 
benevolence ſeem ſtrongly impreſs'd | | | 
5 1 | 507 e 
on features remarkably handſome. Ne 


The curtains were all opened round 4 IN 
the bed:—by the fide of which the Wk | 
tea equipage was plac'd.—I made * 
low curtſey on my entrance, and Was. 
juſt going to ſay, © I hope you ate 
better Sir, - but- ſomehow, at that 
moment, 1 had not the gift of 
. Atte rance, 
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utterance, I was ſo abaſh'd My aunt 
bade me fit down in a chair, rather 
out of the little circle. Whenever ! 


look'd at Sir Charles, for ſo very amiable 


a man could not help attracting. /ome 
notice, I found his eyes fix'd on your 
poor Fanny, which made her bluſh 
i extremely. 
„Shall I fill out the coffee?“ ſaid 
It Caroline, who was making tea. 
 * No”—ſhe replied in an angry 
whiſper, ve. IM. are fo mighty offi- 
ions! 
During tea, it was really diſguſting 
| to ſee the odious forwardneſs of theſe 
| girls to Sir Charles.— 
moment offer d the ſugar, the cakes, 
or the toaſt, &c. 


He was every 


the circle, and for my part, there 


was no room for my offering my like 
| ſervices of attendance.— Sir Charles, 
I thought, ſeem'd quite tir d of their, 
; fulſome civilities. 


J ſat quite out of 


7 We 


defeat 
Emily 
coulin 
ſelf, t 
and t 
ronet 
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« We will take care, ſaid my 
aunt, of our patient my daugh- 
ters will do all in their power to nurſe 
you. They play a /:7/e on the gui- 
| tar ;—ſhall they endeavour to enter- 
tain you with their performance on 
that inſtrument ?—or ſhall a, read 
to you?“ 

* Ola,” —faid Emily, with a  ſpite- 
ful ſneer to me, merely as ſhe thought 
to expoſe, and to raiſe a laugh from 
Sir Charles, at my expence l O you 
don't know, Sir, that we have a : 
poeteſs in the houſe. —] am ſure, if 
you have a mind to ſee ſome very 
fine, curious verſes, —paſtorals, and 
odes, I think ſhe calls them, your taſte 

will be amply gratified * 5 


Here 


* Tei is a true ablorvation; that envy evermore 
defeats its own purpoſes, This malicious girl, 
Emily, whoſe ſole intention was to ridicule her 
couſin's literary abilities, unfortunately, for her- 
ſelf, touched on the very principal acquiſition 
and talents which this moſt worthy young ba- 
ronet thought particuacty eſtimable. He was 

himſelf 
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Here my aunt join'd cruelly in this 


raillery, and laughing, ſaid, (for ſhe 
- thought I ſhould now be very ſuffici- 
ently expos'd and ridicul'd,) * Come 


Frances, let us ſee ſome of your 


ſcribbling.—I told my co indeed to 


make uſe of the J of your perform- 
ances that way, but I fancy you have 
{till a ſecret hoard. It is a wet after- 


noon, and prithee fetch down what 


you have by you. It is a pity that 
genius of your's, and all the philoſo- 


phy you pride yourſelf ſo much upon, 
ſhould be loſt.“ 


. the ſpoke in the moſt taunt- 


ing manner.—Sir Charles had pene- 


tration enough to obſerve it; and 


himſelf a remarkable Bae ſcholar; his renNlus 


and leprning were of the firſt claſs: —his taſte 
for pottry was exquiſite; of which he had given 


the world many proofs, by having been the au- 


* thor of ſeveral very elegant poems, and other 


pieces of polite Jiterature.——Mifſs Grimfton, 
therefore, c2uld not have taken a more ſufficient 


method to recommend her poor coulins though 
her motive was purely malice, 


3 . with 
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| with great reſpe& deſir'd me to fa- 
vour him with a ſight of my per- 
formances. — My aunt and couſins 


were quite pleas'd, to think how 


finely I ſhould be turn'd to ruicule. 
I aroſe bluthing ,—and to Sir Charles 

I ſaid, © I am Farful the little pro- 

ductions of my pen will afford you, 


Sir, no amuſement :—but, if it is 


1, 


* 


your defire,— 


G0, Jinterrupted my aunt, © Sir 


Charles Belford does not expect, I 
dare ſay, any thing very: extraordt- 


nary from ſuch a girl.” 


Juſt as I was ſhutting the door, I 
heard my couſins—** We ſhall have 


the fineſt diverſion in the world, —1 


am glad we thought of it.” 
„lt is lamentable, Sir Charles,” 


ſaid my aunt, „the itch this girl has | 
for ſcribbling : —it will be the ruin 


of her.“ 


: 1 heard 
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I heard no more, but ran up ſtairs, 
and brought down thoſe pieces which 
you, my Lucy, fondly flatter'd with 
your approbation, in former happier 
days. I allo ſelected an ode I have 
lately written on Solitude ;—ſome 
blank verſes on a ſpider's web, &c. 
&c. which you have never ſeen *. 
There Sir,” ſaid I, preſenting 


them to Sir Charles, i in no ſmall con- 


fuſion; © be favourable in your cen- 


ſures to ſo young and unſkilful a 
- my.” - 
1 Charles 1 receiv'd the little 45 
5 poſit with ſuch an air of reſpect and 


_ compaſſion, I thought, as touch'd me | 


to the very ſoul.—I fancied he preſs'd 
my hand, but am not certain: my 
ens. to ſay the truth, were much 


* Thee, with a variety of other moral and 


entertaining pieces, both in proſe and verſe, have 
been lately publiſhed in two volumes, under the 
title of OY: Amuſements, or Evening 
: Entertainer. _ | 


i 
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agitated, He look'd ſurpris'd ; —and 


after reading for a few moments, he 


was pleas'd to make me ſuch compli- 
ments, that I ſhall not, my dear, re- 

peat, My aunt, and couſins, wink'd 
at each other, and laugh'd moſt 
heartily as they imagin'd, and perhaps 

with truth, that the baronet was 
turning me into ridicule. Be that as 
it will—he enter'd into a long con- 
verſation with me on epic poetry ;— 
and on the moſt celebrated Greek and 
Latin authors ;—for my couſins had 


maliciouſly told him I underſtood 
both languages. 

I find he is an extreme fine ſcho- 
ar; and I muſt ſay, he appear'd quite 


aſtoniſh'd at my education. I told 


him it had been the ſole amuſement 


pf an excellent father, a man of re- 


narkable learning and genius; ſaying 
hich I could not help ſhedding tears. 
The baronet, I thought, ſeem'd af- 

Vor. I. 1 fected 
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fected with the tribute I paid to the . 


memory of my poor, loſt parent. pr 
Though neither my aunt, or 1 
coulins, were able to Join in our con- ag 


verſation, as we were engag' d in a diſ- 
courſe on the beauties of the tragedies | f 
of Euripides, Sophocles, and others; th 

.—yet as they thought I was ſuffi- m. 

ciently exp2/ing, and ma king myſelf fig 


ridiculous, they fat tittering and wink- to 
ing at each other. on 
At length, my aunt riſing to put a an P. In. 


end to the vie. Sir Charles begg'd IN L. 
would leave my manuſcripts with him. ne 
8 — curt{ ied and we retir d. DOES on 
My couſins rallied me, after ſupper, ] PE 
moſt unmercifully, for my pertneſe, be 
in talking ſo much to Sir Charles. he 
£ We would not, they ſaid, have mi 
made ourſelves ſo ridiculous for the un 
world.” | | | 8 
„ had a mind to ſee,” Caid x my 
| ied: aunt, © how far your wen 
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Would lead you, Frances. ou to 
pretend to talk of Homer, and Vir- 
gil, and Greek and Latin, before ſuch 
a gentleman !” 

1 don't know, m my Lucy, —1 cannot 
ſay I obſerv'd any traces of ridicule in 
the countenance of Sir Charles.—O 

my dear, never—never, was fo fine a 
figure! But what is fgure, compar'd 
to his accompliſh'd mind his taſte 

on every ſubject ſo refin'd his ſenti- 

ments, fo noble and exalted Ah! 
| Lucy—Lucy—I almoſt wiſh—I had 

never—Wretch not another word 
on the ſubject let me throw aſide my 
pen, andhumbly creep to my miſerable 

bed, beſceching Heaven to thield my 
heart from what I fear will be too for- 
midable for the repolt of your poor 


unhappy 


FANNY. 
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E An inter nl now paſs' 9 of three 


weeks, in which Miſs Belton conti- 
nued writing to her friend; but as 
the letters are only a repetition of the 
unkind uſage of the family ſhe was 
with, and of an account of viſits to 
Sir Charles Belford, ſimilar to that 
mention'd in the laſt letter here pub- 
liſh'd, the editor does not inſert them, 
but proceeds, at once, to the follow- 
in g one. 


LETTER XIII. 


May 2. 
0 Sir Charles, my Lucy 


of Ah, Fanny, you cry, 
6. wh 40 you begin the very firſt 


line in your letter with the name of 


« this too amiable, accompliſh'd. 


| 5 man!“ 


Vour reproof is Jan But yet 1 


| muſt finiſh my e Poor Sir 


Charles 


— 


Cha 
fined 
(I © 
ger) 


com 
loca 
lay! 
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dep: 
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be e 


w1ll 


1 fa. 


he 


too 


plea 
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Charles then, I repeat, is again-con- 
fined to his bed. A fort of tumour 

(J don't underſtand the terms of ſur- 


gery) attended with great pain, is 


come upon his knee, which was diſ- 


located, —The ſurgeon is oblig'd to 
lay it open. — The anguiſh of this in- 
flammation has been ſo great, as to 
deprive him for ſeveral nights of ſleep; 
and, in ſhort, I underſtand has brought 
on a low fever :—ſo when he will now 


be able to leave this manſion, I fear 
will not be very ſoon.— Ves, Lucy, 


I fay again, I fear: for oh my friend, 


he is—alas! but too too amiable, 
too formidable for my peace. — It 


pleas'd Heaven to protect, to /ave me, 


from the vile machinations of that moſt _ 
horrid wretch the ſhocking Branville ; 
—but, alas 1 fear, ſtrange as the | 
paradox may ſeem, your poor Fanny 


is doom'd to be undone (if the ex- 
on may in this ſenſe be allow” d) 
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- * * 
28 


by a man of the moſt exalted ſenti- 
ments, and refined virtues. — Alas! 
my dear is it, that my heart, ſoften'd 
by its ſorrows, and deſtitute of all 


comfort, natngally ſeeks it where the 


ſtrongeſt trages of pity and reſpect ap- 
; pear ? and where continually | the 
whole behaviour of Sir Charles Bel- 
ford ſeems to tell me, his heart is 
- fraught with benevolence and the moſt 
tender compaſſion? Or is it—O my 
Lucy, do not chide me, but I fear 
I greatly fear this too formidable, and 
excellent man will be the ſource to 
me of a greater misſortune (though 
innocently ſo) than any I have yet 
expcrienc'd, I told you in my laſt 
letter *, that not a day paſſes, but we 
ſpend it in his apartment, I ſay we, 
for my aunt can frame no ſort of ex- 


- cuſe for leaving me out of the par- 


ties, 


* This letter appears not. 
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ties, eſpecially as Sir Charles deſires IL 
may not be omitted in the little circle. | 
—'The commendations he has been 
pleas'd to beſtow on the productions 
of my pen, are indeed 2 to make 
your poor Fanny very vain.— Here 
methinks J hear you exclaim, « Hea- 
% vens, Fanny! what is it I read? 
Can it be poſſible that a paſſion for 
this accompliſh'd man— Here 1 
muſt interrupt you, Lucy. —Do not 
call it a paſſion, I beſeech you, but 
an humble admiration of his merits.— 
But whatever it is, I am going to 
puniſh myſelf very ſeverely for my 
preſumption, in daring ever to lift my 
thoughts, —yet Heaven knows, with 
out one gleam of Hope. Ves, my dear, 


Iwill inflict a puniſhment on this too 


ſuſceptible heart of mine; and the 
virtue of my reſolution, in this par- 
ticular, will, I think, convince you, ; 
that I would not for the world con- 
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tinue longer expoſed to the daily dan- 


ger of ſeeing— of converſing with 


ſuch a man. — I will not dare to ſup- 
5 poſe that he has, that he can have any 
ſentiments for me but thoſe of prey : 
and that he does pity your poor Fanny, 
1 am convinc'd:—his frequent ſighs, 
his expreſſive eyes, his melancholy, 
—and other little nameleſs attentions 
(though not deſign'd by him as ſuch) 
make me tremble, leſt I ſhould be en- 
8 1 in an hopeleſs paſſion. 1 
As nothing is more blind than va- 
nity, ſo my aunt till continues to 
flatter herſelf, that the charms of her | 
dau ghters, and their aſſiduities to pleaſe 
and amuſe Sir Charles, may perhaps 
b have the defir'd effect. She i imagines, | 
my dear, that the extraordinary com- 
pliments, and everlaſting diſcourſes on 
literature, which this amiable man 
addreſſes to your poor Fanny, are only 
mere words of courſe, and not the re- 


ſult 


A 
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ſult of pity. And yet for ſome days, 


ſhe, as well as my ſpiteful coufins, 


have behav'd, if poſſible, with more 
unkindneſs than ever,—which makes 
me fear they have obſerv'd the parti- 
| cular attention with which Sir Charles 


is pleas'd to honour me; and which I 


5 have not ſo much as a grain of vanity 
to ſuppoſe proceeds from any other 
motive than that compaſſi on, which 
his benevolent heart feels for every 
object in diſtreſs. He muſt ſee too 
that this family behave with all that 
cruel inſolence which is too often 
practis'd to the fatherleſs and helpleſs. 
orphan, by ſuch who think they have 
an undoubted right to rege and ran 
uie over thoſe who are ſupported at 


their table.—It is impoſſible but that 
a perſon of ſuch penetration and un- 


derſtanding as is this accompliſh'd 
man, muſt ſee my aunt's character, 
| however guarded. ſhe may be. You 


1 5 know, T's 
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know, my dear, there are certain mi- 
nute touches on the countenance 
ſometimes, which are ſo tranſient, 


that they can har dly be overtaken by 


the inquiſitive eye; and which, from 


the paſſions being ſtrongly guarded, 


are ſo ſlight, that a common obſerver 


cannot diſcover them at all. 


But what is this puniſhment (my 


Lucy aſks) which I am going to in- 
flict on myſelf Alt is, my friend, 
| that 1 am now come to a final deter- 
mination to leave a place, in which 
the longer I ſtay, I ſhall only ſee more 
and more, of the extraordinary merits _ 
of this amiable man :—and, indeed, 
the unkind treatment of my aunt, and 
couſins, renders my life quite a bur- 
then: I therefore am determin'd, at 
all events, to acquaint my aunt, that 
by her permiſſion (which I fancy ſhe 
will. be very ready to grant) that I in- 
tend to get into ſome ſtation, where 1 
can 
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can earn my bread, —By remaining 
here, what do I, my dear, but trea- 
{ure up a perpetual ſource of melan- 
choly? for ah ! Lucy, I fancied 1 
wept for my father for theſe few paſt 
weeks—but, alas! I fear my tears 
ſprang from another cauſe, —Yes, I 
will go-and yet, like poor Helen, in 
Shakeſpear, 


PEST cc Tis pretty, thovgh a plague, 5 
& To ſee his eyes, his arched brows, 
„And ſet them down in our heart's table, 
“ Heart, too ſenſible of his ſweet favour.” 
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This confeſſion is to the friend of 
my ſoul, the filter of my heart; 
therefore I Will raake no apology. — 
Surely, my dear, I may admire at an 
awful diſtance this godlike man! for 
fo he is. — Can it be wondered, bred 
in the retirement J have been, that my 
poor ſuſceptible heart, ſhould not have 
been taken by ſurpriſe ?—Sorrow, my 5 
TP 2 6 Lucy, | 
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Lucy, wonderfully ſoftens the heart, 
and diſpoſes it to receive tender im- 
5 preſſions: and deſtitute as mine was, 
and deſolate, it ſeem'd to implore 
. pity. of this generous man. 

Heigh ho !—I wiſh he would let 

me have my paſtorals again—but I 

am this moment call'd. away. 


. 8 8 


My aunt call'd me down to write a 
note for her, —ſhe being in haſte, and 
told me if In ſcribble, I might as 
well make uſe of my pen in ſome 
matter of uſe, and write a letter for 
her to a lady ſome miles diſtant,— 
But oh, my dear, what a diſcovery 


have I made! I am trembling from 
head to foot.—“ The matter ?” you 
aſk. —Why, my dear, my aunt ſent 
me to write her letter into a little 


drefling room, not far from poor Sir 


Charles's apartment, who I told you, 
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in the beginning of this letter, is 
confin'd to his bed. In this room 

there are always pens, ink, and paper, 
with a deſk to write on; and there 1s 
a door from the ſtair-caſe which leads 
directly to it, without going through 
the apartment of Sir Charles. — Here 
then I wrote what my aunt had or- 
der'd me, and on my recollecting 
there us'd to be wafers kept in the 
drawer of a little ebony cabinet which 
ſtands always there, I open'd it; 1 
when I ſaw ſeveral written papers, as 
odes, fonnets, &c. (1. ſhould have 
told you, that. before Sir Charles had he 
this relapſe, he often came into this he 
little room to write.) So fond as you 
| know Iam of poetry, it was impof- 
fible for me to reſiſt my curigſity, in 
not giving theſe pieces a peruſal, 
which I was convinc'd were written 
- | by Sir Charles, (I had before, on ſome _ 
| occaſion ſeen his hand-writing) I 
TZ "1. -- 0s 


>” 
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i Was enchanted with theſe fine com- 
5 | _ poſitions; ; and happy would it have 


been for your poor friend, if ſhe had 
1 look d no farther; but, alas! a letter 
Fan in the ſame drawer, attracted all my 
| attention.“ Naughty, —naughty 
Fanny,” 5 ery) © and did you dare 


did, my dear, —and I defy almoſt any 


eye careleſsly firſt over it, I ſaw theſe 


| Afton.” 7 ben, my Lucy, I repeat, 
Wit was not in nature to reſiſt. my 
1 curioſity. : 9 
1 I found it was a letter from Sir 
It | Charles, addreſſed to ſome particular 
| friend. After giving an account of 
1 the accident which had confin'd him 
at Grimſton Houſe, he comes to the 
| paragraph which fo much engag'd my 
attention. He there lays, i FF *But oh 


to look at the contents? Indeed I 


perſon in my ſituation to withſtand 
this temptation :—for in caſting my 


n She 1s niece to Mrs. Grim- 


giv 
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my Wentworth, how ſhall I deſcribe 
the angelic niece of theſe good people?” 
And then follows, Lucy, ſuch a 
character, or rather deſcription of the 
mind and perſon of your poor Fanny, 
that my bluſhes will not give me 
leave to write. He adds, (think of 
my aſtoniſhment !) © By all the 
powers of Heaven, I ſwear, I would 
make this dear, lovely girl, mine for 


ever, by the moſt ſacred bond of mar- 


riage, directly; (ſo much has her re- 
find underſtanding, and ſweetneſs of 
manners captivated my ſoul) were it 
not, that J am bound by ties of the. 
ſtricteſt honour and gratitude to 
Here, moſt unfortunately for my 
curioſity, no more was written only 
one fide was begun: indeed I had 
ſeen enough.—O Lucy, Lucy, can 

it be poſſible?—I really thought I 
ſhould have fainted. —I would have 
given worlds to know what thoſe ies 


of ; 
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of gratitude are he mentions,—Of 
Z gratitude ? — When 1 found I was 
belov'd oy Sir Charles Belford, 1 
thought, my dear, my poor heart 
would have burſt from my boſom, 

ſuch were its flutters .—There is an 
old ſaying that we ſhould pay for 
peeping and dearly do I already pay 


for it, as methinks I am more 


wretched now than I was before.— 
Ah, Lucy, I did indeed fear I was 


not wholly indifferent to Sir Charles! 


—What can theſe ies be, which are 
ſuch an unſurmountable bar to him ? 
— But no matter z—it is impoſlible, 
my Lucy, to imagine I ſhould ever 
be united to him. — No — no—ca- 
lamity,—dependance, 


' anny 


Yeſterday 


and poverty, 
-- are; J fear, the portion of thy diſtreſt 
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Alt 5 
0 we drank tea in the ba- 
ronet's apartment: he was juſt barely 
able to fit up in his chair :—but ſuch 
an air of melancholy in his fine coun- 
tenance As to myſelf (conſcious as 1 
was of having pried among his papers) 
no criminal ever appear'd with a more 
| guilty air before his judge. —8ir 
Charles, I thought, ſeem'd to 0 00 
me with more than uſual attention. 
indeed it was ſo obvious, that I am 
convinc'd my aunt caught his eyes 
continually turn'd towards me :—but 
here comes Caroline. 


If you can deign, Madam, (were 
her words) to talk of any thing but 
books and authors, my mamma defires 


you to come this moment to her-in 
her own chamber.” ; 


wa 
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Wha at can be the mt eaning of: this 
meſſage ? but you all know before I 


f ſleep. 


* * * * % % „ % % 


1 might have. {>:r'd myſelf the 
trouble, my dear, of intending to tell 
my aunt I ſhould be glad to go into 
ſome family, by way of getting a live- 


for in fact, the good lady, 


lihood ; 


of her own accord, is going to fend 


me packing.—She is in great wrath, : 


as you ſhall hear: 


I went down, according to hs 3 
a eee was N before her 1 


glaſs. 
Frances, fk "OY! 
door; 1 al have a great deal of ſe- 
rious talk with you: I have obſerv'd 


_ ſome things i in ypur behaviour, lately, 


Which really ſhocks me.” 


55 


5 not. 


Pt ESTES 


60 ſhat the 


+; #6 Shock vou, Madam ? 14 hope 


| 8 11 
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« How dare you repeat my words? 


1 fay again I am 7errified, to obſerve 
a certain forwardneſs in your manner, 
before men; nay, I will ſpeak cur: 


Il have no patience to ſee the bo/d- 
acſs with which you behave to this 
poor gentleman we happen to have at 
preſent in the houſe. —Good God! 
Child, what dangers would you be 
8 with thoſe ſtrange roman- 
tic notions of your's, were you to be- 
have ſo to the generality of young 


expos 'd to, W 


pe: 


men of fortune and faſhion | 


0 Lucy, how cruel was this! 3 
burſt into tears.—“ Boldneſs, Mo. 


dam! did I ever ſpeak to Sir Charles 


upon any one ſubject, but merely to 


anſwer a queſtion in common con- 
verſation! ? 


I will not be interrupted, Miſs; ” 
vou give yourſelf great airs of late, 
becauſe forſooth this gentleman, for 
no carthly reaſon, but merely for his 

ß i 
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own diverſion, has talk'd to you now 


you, very heartil y. But to the point. 


Madam, what doings have I been 


, —1 wept aloud. 


and then about poetry, and ſuch ſuf. 
Alle laughs at you, Fanny, I aſſure 


9 1 will, child, take proper care of 
1 you. 1 ſhudder to think what may 
1 be the unhappy conſequences of all 
1 thoſe ridiculous notions, with which | 
you have fill'd your head out of 
books: — I will preſerve you; for 
though doubtleſs Sir Charles B&ford 
; 18 an exemplary man—his character is 
well known to be ſo—yet, the Lord 
defend me, if you ſhould, whilſt you 
remain in my family, form any con- 
nexion of a romantic nature with any 
other man, ruin would be the conſe- 
e will have no doings in 
my houſe that are not conſiſtent with 
ſuch decorum, that” — Heavens! 


guilty of, to deſerve theſe Reprod” N 


Whether 
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Whether ſhe. thought I ſhould be 


heard into Sir Charles' 8 apartment, I 
know not; but the re proper 


to lower her voice. You are now 


child, tall, and—let me ſee—how old 
are you?” En 
I am now turn d of ſixteen,” . 
8 Well Mr. Grimſton and I have 
been conſulting about you, and we 
think (that is J do, which is the 
ſame thing) that if you was ſent to : 
a milliner in London, who is a di 
tant couſin of Mr. Grimſton's firſt 
wife, that you might, if you would 
renounce your pen, and ſtick to your 


needle, get into a genteel way of bu- 
ſineſs.—I will write a recommenda- 


tory letter to her about you :—ſo 
pack up your things, for the ſooner 
you go the better.—Indeed, child, 
you are much oblig d to me for tak- 
ing care of you in this matter. —Hea- 
vens —1 am ſure I would not you 


ſhould, 


— 
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ſhould, under my roof, have your 

conduct cenſur'd for a thouſan! 
worlds. — Really, the charge of ſuch 
a young creature as you are, Fanny, 
upon one's ſpirits, is more than I 


can, or would undertake again. 
Your perſon 1 18 not contemptible, for 


(looking i in the glaſs) you have ſome 


—ſomething of my features. —I can- 


not indeed anſwer for men you are 
young—and are extremely romantic— 
from your ridiculous manner of edu- 
_ cation, —T. repeat, the caſe of ſuch a 
young creature is 2% much for my 
poor weak ſpirits. —My ſcheme for 
you then, child, is this you may 
very eaſily go to London in the ſtage 
coach, which paſſes, every W ednet. 
day, through the village of L- 
great thoroughfare, on the nigh: ont 
to London.—I1 can convey you, in 
my carriage, to that village ;—for 1 
ſhall make a morning viſit on Wed- 
eu mee 
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neſday, to a lady, about two miles on 
this ſide of it : and now think of 
it, I can ſet you down at the turn- 
pike-houſe, and it will be only a lit- 
tle walk for you to L—. I would 
not have you, child, walk from Grim- 
ſton-Houſe to the village, as it is 


near ten miles Let me ſee; to- 
day 18 Monday to- morrow pack up 


your things, — —and on Wedneſday you 
ſhall ſet out. —1 ſhall give you ome. 
thing to defray your expences.” 
I did not once, my Lucy, inter- 
rupt my aunt in her long harangue: 
indeed nothing could equal my in- 
dignation at ſeveral parts of her cruel. 
; ſpeech, but the joy I ſhould fo ſoon 
experience, in being fairly out of her 
clutches.—I ſaw through all her vile 
pretences ;—and with that kind of 
drgnity which always attends offended 
innocence, I told her I ſhould certain- 
* be el to depart on Wedneſday. 
Lucy, 
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 Tucſday night. 
Lucy, what a ſcene have I to re- 


late I will endeavour to give it you, 
as well as my preſent. half-diſtracted 


7 thoughts will permit me to do. 


My aunt, by the defire of Sir 


Char rles, drank her tea this afternoon 
in his apartment. —Poor I follow'd of 
_ courſe ; though 1 perceiv'd the good | 


lady wanted to invent ſome pretence 


Frances, you are ſo buſy packing up 
your ſmall wardrobe, you cannot find 
time to drink tea :”—but Sir Charles, 


it ſeems, aſk'd for me, and I went ac- 
cordingly. My couſins, I ſhould fay, 


were both gone to ſpend the day 
abroad. — But to come to the in- 


tereſting point which has ſo diſtreſs d 


me. 


plied 


Whilſt 


W 
aunt 
Js 10 
we ſh 
Indec 
you 
journ 
for I 
ſeven 
Sir 
niſhn 


I whill 
for my abſence ; ſuch as, I ſuppoſe, |] 


5 


going 
6. 


PP | 
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Whilſt we were drinking tea, my 
aunt begun: Well, to be ſure, it. 
On lovely weather ;—I hope, . anny, 
we ſhall have as a fine a day to-morrow. 
Indeed my. excurſion is not far; but 
you will not get to the end of your 
journey before Friday, or Saturday; 
for I think it is full a hundred and 
ſeventy miles.” 

Sir Charles ſtarted, and with aſto- 
niſhment interrupted my aunt,— 
whilſt in a trembling voice he aſk” 4 
—* What, Madam, is Miſs. Fanny 
going to leave us . 

- #©;Bhe is. going to London,” 
plied my aunt: :: 

% To London ?”—he exclaim d. — 
And, O my dear, ſo great was his 
emotion, that the tea- cup almoſt fell. 
from his hand. —I was frighted al- 
moſt to death, leſt my aunt ſhould 
perceive. his flutter, but pany ſhe 
was bufied in making tea, 
Yor; 1.- «© Tes, 
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Mes“ —faid ſhe, —* it is high 


time the ſhould begin to think of 
ſome way of getting a livelihood.— 


To be ſure, it will be a long ; journey 
for the girl, but ſhe muſt do as other 


; poor, indigent young women, who 


have neither parents or Porno ine 


muſt apply to her needle.” 
. Charles ſtifled a ſigh, —and with 


8 a « look to me, which pierc'd my ſoul, 


— * Good Heaven! Mrs. Grimſton, 


what a journey for ſo young a perſon 


alone ! Has ſhe friends i in town?“ 


My aunt was juſt going to reply, 4 
js when a ſervant that moment came to 
call her out of the room, on ſome 


particular bufineſs. 5 
I was now, Lucy, alone with Sir 
bart lence, for ſome mo- 
5 ments, followed. —I fat trembling,— 


and hardly durſt lift my eyes to the 
moſt amiable of men. juſt ſtole one 
_ glance, when I obſery d the moſt 
5 evident 


le. 
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evident marks of confuſion in his fine 
face, blended with an air of ſorrow. 
But Omy Lucy, what were my emo- 
tions, When he took my hand, — and, 
with a tone of voice which trill d 
| my heart, —faid, © You are going to 


leave us !—is it—can it be?” 


I ſtammer'd out,—** Yes Sir—it 
—muſt—muſt needs be ſo,—T would 
wiſh, indeed, to be no longer a bur- 
then to this family.” -I burſt into 
tears, for my heart was full. 4 
He preſs'd my hand to his lips, 
whilſt a pitying tear ſtole down his 
manly cheek. —Yes, my dear friend, 
my hand was wet with the tears of 
Sir Charles Belford :—then, lifting up 
| his eyes to Heaven, with the moſt 
emphatic energy he exclaim'd, Gra- 
% cious God——prote& this lovely 
... *:mard -{- ye ouardian angels, who 
. watch over helpleſs innocence, 
make her your choiceſh po-—dicee: 

K 2 N * her 2 


8 
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cher ſteps—lead her to virtue here 
and happineſs hereafter.” 
I was aſtoniſh'd at the ſolemn man- 


ner in which he ſpoke.— O Miſs 
Belton,“ he continu'd, © I could 
<« tell you a tale which would but 


„I will not diſtreſs that tender bo- 
08. ſom.— But, O Heaven ! were it not, 

« that I am bound by unſurmount- 
able ties of —O rigid honour—gra- 
- tiutde—” 9 


I now roſe and, terrified leſt my 
aunt ſhould return, and ſee us both in 


tears, I thought it beſt to leave the 


room. — Sir Charles ſeem'd as if ſome 
mighty ſecret was s labouring i in his 


breaſt. 


1 0 Miſs F anny—may you be ha 


pys whilh— '—He caught my hand 
5 once more to his lips.“ — . Adieu, Bir, 
aid I, I muſt 20 down to my aunt. 


R ſhall ſee Sir Charles Belford no 


more.—A thouſand thanks for—for 


* 1 Tour 


3 »* 
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 —your compaſſion : may your health 
be ſoon re-eſtabliſh'd, and may hap- 
pineſs be your portion.” —I curtſied, 
and withdrew, though hardly able to 
totter out of the room: I look'd 
back at the door, when 1 ſaw him 
claſp his hands —exclaiming, 0 
God! He directly put his handker- 
chief to his eyes, and J ſhut the door. 
How ] got up into my own room, I 
hardly know, for thither I repair'd: 
I thought my heart would burſt ;—L 
flung myſelf into a chair, and fat fot 

ſome minutes in a kind of ſtupor ;— 
at laſt a ſhower of tears untere 
reliev'd me. Good Heavens! ſaid I, 
is it poſſible Sir Charles Belford—can 
love the poor diſtreſt Fanny? How 
delicate was his concern for my hap- 
leſs fituation ! How refin'd the affec- 
tion of /uch a heart as his II then; 
ap Ly, almoſt wiſh'd I had ſtayed 
a few minutes longer in his apart- 
K 1 ment, 
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"mant” to have heard the tals he men- 


tion d be cold tell me. 
| Surely, faid I, I was in mighty 


| haſte to depart :—what har: could 
have enſu'd? I might certainly have 
ſtayed till my aunt came up again — 
How fooliſh to fly up ſtairs !—He ut- 
tered ſomething about honour and 
5 _ gratitude :—fooliſh Fanny, why did 
you not ſtay. to hear WHAL he had to 
ſay? e 
Thus, my dear, did I torment my- | 
ſelf wand to ſay the truth, for I ne- 
ver conceal even a thought from you, 
I would have given worlds to have 
recall'd again thoſe few moments in 
the apartment of Sir Charles. 
Well, faid I, ſtarting up, to- mor- 
row I leave him for ever A few 
more tears then fill'd my eyes, Which 
I endeavour'd to wipe away, and ſet 
about my little buſineſs of packing. 
| MV wardrobe is but flender—my 
books 


in 


let 
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books and manuſcripts are my 
choiceſt treaſure :—for, notwithiſtand- 
ing my aunt's advice to quit my pen, I 
ſhall certainly, (ſuch is my love for 
letters) if I have opportunity in Lon- 
don, more cloſely adhere to them than 

ever: of ſuch weight are my dear fa- 

ther's inſtructions, join'd with my 

own natural inclinations for ſerib- 
bling. 

To-morrow, my fiend; T leave 
Grimſton-Houſe. Glad, I certainly 
am, of this opportunity of getting ſo 
fairly away from this unkind family ; 
and yet—Lucy, I don't know the 

meaning of it, my heart is ſo—heavy 
2 Ah! treacherous deceiver, I will 
take thee ſeverely to taſk !'—You, my 
dear, now ſhake that little fagacious 
head of thine, and tell me, you 
know the ſource of my heavineſs.” — 
Well- be it ſo.—1 will now cloſe this 


long epiſtle- my next will be dat el 


K 4 I N 


3 


* 
P 
ON 


ler on the road to, or in Lon- 
don. 


1 had wrote thus far, and was going 
to throw aſide my pen, — when 1 
heard Mrs. Monſon knock ſoftly at 

my door. On my opening it, ſhe 

told me, Sir Charles had fent a ſmall 
manuſcript he had of mine: — on 
which ſhe gave me a piece of. paper 
ſeal'd up, and retir'd.—With trem- 
bling hands I open'd it ;—inclos'd, 
Was my ode to Solitude, —and a billet 
from himſelf, in which was a beauti- 
ful brilliant diamond ring.—I Was 
extremely amaz 'd: the billet was 

: on : : 5 


"700 Six" Charles Belford, bom: Miſs 
Belton would accept the encloſed 

trifle; and if ſhe will pardon this li- 
8 berty, it will add to the favour of her 
accepting it: this ring, he entreats 


| tas mal wear as 2 {mall | token of 


5 remem- 


5 ſe 


re! 


fri 


ſe 
t 
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remembrance of, Ber moſt ſincere 
friend, 

C. . 


You may be certain, I cannot ae- 


_ dear :—all trembling as I was, with 
this unlook'd-for proof of his eſteem, 


I inſtantly took my pen, and having 
carefully again folded up the ring, 
wrote this ſhort billet : 


= Fanny Belton cannot ſufficiently 
expreſs her gratitude to Sir Charles 
Belford, for his moſt genteel pre- 
ſent; but muſt decline the accept- 

ance of what ſhe cannot poſiibly de- 

ſerve ;—neither can ſhe require any 
| token, to preſerve 4 re emembrance of 
that generoun friend, ſhe will never 
forget.“ 


4 enclos' d the ring, and ſeal'd up- 
the . and hearing Mrs. Mon- 
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ſon on the ſtairs, I foftly call'd her, 
"_ and begg' d her to give that immedi- 
= ately into the hands of Sir Charles 
, Belford.— I told her it was ſome | 
verſes I had f his.: F his the good 
woman did not wonder at, as I had 
very frequently ſent books and little 
manuſcripts to him, by her. When 
ſhe ſaw the Preparations for my de. 
parture to-morrow, the ſhook. her 
mak: ol 

Ah] ! Lord bleſs you—poor—poor 

young creature my heart bleeds 
for you—to think, as I may fay, of 
your being ſent up to London, and 

no friend with you one would 
imagine my miſtreſs wanted to ruin 
you at once. — Such a ſweet young 


woman to be ſent into the world 


alone! 
3 Huſh—huſh, ſaid 1,—you fy I 
FE have no friend y forget, ſurely, 
5 that I haye the SLE. Ruler of the 


unlajy 


Hiſtory r Fanny BELTON. 203 


univerſe for my guide and protector: 
that powerful guardian of helpleſs 
innocence :—he will ſhield me—TE 
have no fears.” 
She wip'd a tear from 5 cheek. 
"+ 9-08 good, young creature |—my 
poor daughter Patty had juſt ſuch 
eyes! Well! ſhe is in heaven.—Pray 
Miſs Fanny don't be offended, but 
keep this little ſnuff- box for OT 
fake.” 8 
Surely, ls 4 preſents come 
faſt this evening upon me,—I ac- 
cepted her kind token of friendihip, 
though I could not that of poor Sir 
Charles. —Poor Sir Charles — Well 
—het it paſs.—And in return I pre- 
ſented the worthy woman with a lit- 
tle ſeal I had in my pocket. 
« I muſt now go down,” ſaid the, 
0 and get the good young gentle- 
man's bed ready. — He ſeems in fad 


5 pan with his poor arm this eycning, 
K  —and 


* bu 4 — 
> # . 
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and quite heavy-hearted about the 


wound in his knee. God bleſs you, 
Miſs Fanny: —I could ſay a great 
N deal about your being ſent off in this 
manner z but I am now but a ſer- 5 
vant, and muſt be filent. —If. every 
body had their deſerts, ſome people 


would not go unpuniſhed. Away 
ſhe a 


I Will now poſitively conclude this 
enormous packet. But firſt let me 
beg your opinion of my billet to Sir 


Charles. —Is it not too free ?—ah ! 
Lucy what a heart has that man ! 


and how miſerable at preſent, on 
_ fome accounts, 18 your friend A few 


more tears will flow, i in ſpite of reſo- 
lution wand now I will go to bed. 


Adieu! Four lincere 


F. 5 B. 


. 


P. 8. 


Ine 


| \ 
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P. 8. What more?” you ſay. e 
A few words only.— My aunt told 0 
Sir Charles this afternoon, ſhe ſhould os di 
leave her daughters to attend him to- 
morrow._How odious is her for- 
wardneſs about thoſe girls !—But it is | 
time to throw afide my pen, leſt it 1 
flow with gall, inſtead of ink. Now : | 1 
indeed I have done. . 


e 


LETTER XV. 


Town of 72 


Ae 10. 2: 
Y ® My dear Lucy, I have a moſt 


4 miſerable adventure to relate! 
but don't be too much alarm'd, -_ 
as, I thank heaven, I am in perfect | 

| health ;—and ſetting aſide that I have 
been terrified almoſt to death on my 
road to this place, and have at this 
preſent writing but one poor ſhilling 
in the world, I am as well as can be 


. N Alas! my dear, I haue 
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been robb' d by two highwaymen this 
evening, on my road hither; ;—ouels 
my terror. But I will try to give you 
an account of this frightful affair as 
well as I am able 2 firſt, to lead 
d it, 1 will begin with this morning, 
when I left Grimſton- Houſe 
About nine o'clock, my aunt ſent. 
: for me into her chamber, and with 
great ſtate preſented me with a ten 
pound note, to bear my expences to 
London, and for pocket money there : 


—fhe cruelly. enough laid, © when 


this ſum is expended, you may print 
: your tragedy. ”—dShe gaye me a letter of 
5 recommendation to a Mrs. Bennet, a 
: milliner, of Jermyn- ſtreet, Piccadilly, 
London, with whom I am to work 
for my bread for three years. My 
aunt's chariot was at the gate at ten 
O clock, and down ſtairs we went. 
My heart was more tend than 1 
will confels, on my paſting by Sir 
| Charles 8 
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Charles's apartment Ah, ſighed I, 


moſt amiable of men, do not quite 


forget poor Fanny Belton! 
On my paſſing through the paſſage 


that led to the door, I was wonder- 


fully affected with the kind beha- 


viour of the poor ſervants, who had 
always been exceedingly good. They 
every one ran out to have a laſt peep 
at me.—** God bleſs you, dear Miſs 


| Fanny,” ſaid one;—* I'll pray for 


you,” ſaid another.—One would have 
imagin'd I had been going to the 


Eaſt-Indies at leaſt, ſo adventrous, 


or rather dangerous, did this journey 


5 appear to a ſet of honeſt 
country ſervants, who had never per- 


haps been five miles from that ſpot. 


The poor old houſe dog, whom I had | 


always careſs'd, follow'd me wagging 


his tail: —I ſtroak'd his head ;—and . 
the good old gardener Jacob gave me 
a kind nod. — We were now got to 


the 
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the fide of the chariot; 1 juſt caſt 
my eye up to Sir Charles's windows, 


where I ſaw him ſtand, ſupported by | 
his ſervant, pale and emaciated. —O 


| Heavens what were my emotions! L 


— He bow'd. IJ made an awk- 


Ward half curteſy, and ſtepp'd into ; 


the chariot, in which my aunt had 
ſeated herſelf with great ſtate. —I 
8 could not help ſhedding tears. — Was 


. not the kindneſs of the ſervants in 
taking their leave of me, which ſo 
lower d my ſpirits —1 would fan 


believe it was. 
« Ah Fanny!” you cry, *no more 


5 of theſe believings.“ 
But indeed, my dear, aſcribe what | 
_ cauſe you will for my tears, I cer- 
tainly was in a ſituation which de- 


manded them. A young creature, 
deſtitute, —helpleſs, —an orphan, caſt 
out into an unpitying world, —by a 


mercileſs relation, —had F not cauſe - 
for Weeping ?—But my aunt ſoon | 
rous d | 
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rous'd me from my tears in this ſtern 
manner: —“ And had you really the 
ridiculous vanity and folly, to fup- 
pole that Sir Charles Belford made 
that bow from his window to you 
child? — by your returning the com- 
pliment, I ſuppoſe you thought ſo.— 
It was to me, I fancy, and not to ſuch 
a little infignificant—as yourſelf, that 
his polite compliment was intended. 
— On my word, you have an amaz- 
ing deal of pride, as well as aſ- 
ſurance.” — Then Lucy, there fol- 
low'd ſuch an harangue, on modeſty, 
Pride, pertneſs, vanity, and at length 
virtue, that it fairly laſted for two 
hours, in which time we reach'd the 
turnpike; at which place your poor 
Fanny was to be ſet down, on the 
high road. A boy, who had the 
care of my boxes, &c. was order d to 
walk on, as faſt as poſſible to the inn 


at L-—, that he might return back 
directly. 
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directly. —The chariot door was now 


open d; and 1 alighted. 


va You cannot,” ' faid my ind aunt, 
"PD loſe your way—walk on in this 
eat road, and the next village is 
I have told you at what inn 
| you a are to go to meet the coach: 
and 105 child, Iwiſh rea good jour- 
e 
Away ſhe drove, and T faw no 
” more of her | 
=O: my Lucy, does not your gegtle 
heart tremble for my ſituation 
Alone, unprotected I ſtood a few 
moments in the road, then lifting 
up my eyes to Heaven, Gracious God! 
ſaid I, look down and protect an 
pics orphan. 
The day being warm, I walk'd on 
Seats ; and if my heart had been at 
eaſe, could have been pleas'd with 
the melody of the birds, and with 
the various beauties of nature, which 
Ee, 
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at this ſweet ſeaſon of the year, our 
bountiful Maker fo laviſhly pours 
around. 1 5 

I had not walk” d, or rather ſ:un- 
tered on many yards, loſt in deep 
contemplation, when ſtooping down 
to gather a wild little purple flower 
of uncommon beauty, among the 
weeds and graſs, cloſe to the path, I 
deſcry'd, to my great ſurpriſe, a 
ſmall green filk purſe, which ap- 
pear'd to have been dropp'd by acci- 
dent. —I took it up, and in opening 
it found, to my amazement, forty 

guineas in new gold. Imagine my 
ſurpriſe.— 1 was, however, deter- 
mined, when I arriv'd at the inn, to 
_ enquire if any perſon had mention'd' 


ſo great a loſs in dropping ſuch 4 


ſum. Though the road was very 
much frequented, being a great 
_ thoroughfare to London, I had not yet 
met any one perſon whatever, —But . 
ſoon 
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| ſoon after ſaw a clergyman—tor 10 he 
appear'd by his dreſs—and a young 
lady at ſome little diſtance.—I ob- 
| ſerv'd they came over a meadow on 
the oppoſite fide of the road. They 
ſoon overtook me, and we now walk'd 
on in the ſame path. —The good man 
ſurvey'd me; and doubtleſs with ſur- 
priſe, to ſee a young creature alone 
on the public road. —His benevolent | 
aſpet,—and venerable grey locks, 
made me fancy he reſembled my dear 
parent. The young lady too attracted 
my eye, by her modeſt deportment, 
and the neatneſs of her dreſs. _ 
After a few minutes filence,—the 
5 ele: politely accoſted me, and 
 alk'd if I was going to the next vil» 
lage: — I replied in the affirmative, | 
We then began talking on the beau- 
ties of the proſpe&,—and I ſoon, by 
his converſation, found he was the 
rector of a neighbouring pariſh, and 
, Kod 
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had been taking with his daughter a 
little morning walk.” 

Ah! thought I, whilſt the tear of 
fond remembrance ſtarted to my eye, 
ſuch us'd to be my former delighttul 
amuſement, as this happy young 
lady experiences, i in attending the belt 
of fathers |! 
I thought this god man would be 
a proper perſon to enquire of, if he 
had heard, in that neighbourhood, of 
the loſs of a purſe—on which I re- 
lated the incident of my having juſt 
found a large ſum of money. I took 
it out of my pocket, and aſk'd this 
gentleman what method he could 
beſt adviſe me to purſue to reſtore . 
to the right owner. 

Truly, he replied, my advice 
is, that as you found it, you have an 
undoubted right to keep it zit is 


honeſtly your Own, therefore you can. 
have 
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have no  ſcruples, not knowing to 
whom it belongs, in uſing the ſum. 


I ſhall be unhappy,” ſaid . 


6 till I can hear of the real owner.“ 


Ny Indeed, young lady,” ſaid he, 


0 my opinion is, that it is very ho- 


neſtly your own therefore be eaſy.” 
Much more converſation of this 


kind paſt, and at length we ſaw the 
; village. A little before we enter'd 
upon it, my agrecable companions 
ſtopt at a handome houſe, and We 
parted. 
I now proceeded on to the inn, 
which was a very large one. 
I was ſhown into a handſome par- 


lour, and got my little luggage ſafe; 


but, to my great mortification, heard 
the ſtage-coach always paſs'd by there 
at eight o'clock in the morning, in- 
| ſtead of the middle of the day.— This 
circumſtance, my dear, my aunt 
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muſt certainly know ;—but ſhe had 
the artifice not to carry me herſelf to 
the inn; as in that caſe ſhe would 
have been under a neceſſity of taking 
me home again, as the coach only 
paſtes once a week. — Unkind wo- 
man |—TI was, however, inform'd, 
that I might very eaſily, by a return'd 
poſt-chaiſe, which was expected in 
the afternoon, be convey d to the 
capital town of W- , from whence 
5. day a coach ſet out for Lon- 
don: I therefore began to be in better 
ſoirits, and order d my little dinner; 
—and girl-like, vain, and fooliſh, 
Whilſt the waiter was coming back-= 1 
"A ards and forwards, with his appa- if 
Tatus for laying the table-cloth, &c. 
IT could not help, as I fat by the 
table, taking out the purſe of money 
I had found. I took out every ji 
guinea, and examin'd them ſeverally. 40 
E had never, my dear, ſeen ſuch a Wnt 
COL. parcel 
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parcel of bright gold at once toge- 

ther: —and let me tell you, Lucy, 
whatever pretty things the philoſo- 
phers advance to make us deſþ1/e this 


ſhining metal, it certainly is a very 


neceſſary ingredient in life. I rang'd 
the guineas on the table, —I counted 


them over, admir'd the noble dignity 


in the countenance of our moſt gra- 
cCious ſovereign impreſs” don the coin, 
—and then, in imagination, ran over 
a thouſand pretty Ange I might do 
with this money. 
Whilſt I was indulging theſe pleaſ- 
ing reflections, J obſerv'd- the waiter. 
to eye the ſhining ſtore :—and (O the 
vanity of the human heart, Lucy l) 
I even wiſh'd he might ſee it; think- 
ing I ſhould be look'd upon as a per- 


ſon of conſequence —The dinner being 


brought i in, I let the money” remain 
on the table. | 


*. 
. 
* 
ME: 
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O thou proud little wretch !” 
methinks I hear you cry.—Indeed 
this vanity can only be pardonable ti in 
a girl of ſixteen, as entirely un- 
acquainted with the world as if ſhe 
had been bred in the wilds of Ame- 
rica. But to proceed. 

The waiter, on the ſight of all this 
treaſure, I ſoon found — me molt 
extraordinary reſpect.— He retir'd be- 
hind my chair; and it was eaſy to 
obſerve by his aſſiduities, and hows, 
whenever I ſpoke to him, that he 
thought me /amebody. —I ate my 
mutton-chop in great ſtate, —and re- 
collect I gave myſelf ſome vain airs. 
I had, on my firſt ordering my little 
pittance for dinner on my arrival, 
fancied this young man had paid but 
little attention to my orders: but 
now it was different he bow'd at 
every word, —and deſir'd to know if I 
would pleaſe to have ſome jellies, or 

Vor. I. L whe 


not.” 
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whipt ſillabubs gor ſome other ele- 


gant things which he mentioned, 


Why no "—ſaid I; leaning back 


with an air of pride; —* no—1 think 


55 


Whilſt he was removing g the things 


01 the table, I put up the money 
careleſsly in my purſe, which J ſat 
playing with in my hand. —I ſaw he 
obſerv'd me, - Which abundantly gra- 
tified my vanity :— but alas! this 
very vanity of mine, was the cauſe. 
of a dreadful accident, as you (hall 
7 hear 1 in due order. 


Soon after dinner, the dla) of 


the inn (who had not before made 
her appcarau ce, but now by the re- 


port of the waiter, doubtleſs found 
her gueſt of too much conſequence to 


be neglected) came curtſying into 
the room, and with many compli- 
ments hop'd my dinner was dreſt to 


e After 


% = 


© — 
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After ſatisfying her on that head, 


I told her I ſhould go that afternoon 
to W 
me, nine miles.—** But dear Miſs,” 
| faid this complaiſant lady, the wea- 
theris ſowarm, you will be quite broil 4 
to go fo early :—you will ſtay, I 1 ima- 
gine, to drink tea,—It will be a de- 
lightful ride for you in the cool of 
the evening. 0 this propoſal I 
fooliſhly aleated, and order'd tea at 
| fix :—ſoon after which, an opportu- 
nity of a chaiſe offering, I with a 
fine air got into it, the bowing wai- 


= which was, ſhe inform'd 


ter attending, and out 1 ſet, my 


boxes laſh'd on before the carriage. 
Surely, my Lucy, there is ſome- 


thing in the idea of liberty wonder- 


fully delightful to human kind; I 
really at that period felt myſelf happy + 
I figh'd indeed, however, when 1 

thought of one PO at Grimſton- 
po OD Houle: 


PRs? wot gem 
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Houſe. ad leave you to gueſs who. 


— But to proceed. 


The evening was remarkably fine, 


—the proſpects on all ſides beautiful, 
and 1 began to think of my riches 
again. My aunt's bank note, added 
to my purſe, made me miſtreſs of fif- 
| ty pounds,—What a ſum! to me it 
appear'd inexhauſtible. —Becſides this 
treaſure, I had about three guineas 
of my own, which had been left of 
the purchaſe-money of my dear fa- 
ther's library, N 
Full of the thougnts of my riches: 
the time inſenſibly paſt; and by the 
road ſtones IT obſerv'd we had already 
travelle d ſeven miles. The evening 
began to draw on, and it growing 
apace into twilight, I told the driver 
(who proved to be a civil fellow) 
that I was fearful it would be quite 
dark before we reached W——, He 
told me 1 had r no occaſion to have 
any 


in 


th 
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any fears, and that he would drive 
on briſkly. e 


I drew up one of the glaſſes, and 
began again to contemplate how I 
ſhould lay out my ſum of money to 


the beſt advantage; when 1 obſery' d 


two men on -horkeback crofling the 
road, and. making directly up to the 
| chaiſe, They bade the driver ſtop; 


and immediately rode up to the win- 


N dow, at which one tapp'd with a piſ- 
 tol, (O Lucy, do you not ſhudder 
for me?) whilſt the other ſuddenly 
opened the oppoſite door of the chaiſe. 
What was my terror at that dread- 


ful moment, can only be imagin'd, 


not deſcrib'd. I could not ſcream— 


my faculties were in a manner ab- 


ſorb'd in conſternation ;—but I thank : 


Heaven I did not faint. 


« Your money,—your money this 


inſtant ;”—taid the villain, holding 
the piſtol cloſe to 2 breaſt. 
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60 God {aid 1. this ti me 


5 one time Protect me!” 


« D—n you,” faid the other ſhock- 
ing wretch to his comrade, ** why 


do you not rifle her?” 


I put my hand in my pocket, ws.” 
but that would not do :—he forcibly 
_ thruſt his hand himſelf into my poc- 

ket, in which he tore out the purſe 
01 money, and the pocket- book in 
which I had put the bank bill my 
aunt had given me ;—and not con- 
tent with all this, he turn'd my Po- 
kets inſide out, and took (what griev'd 
my ſoul) the little ivory box you 
Lucy gave me for a keepſake on your 
departure, in which were my three 
guineas I before mention'd to you.— 
In ſhort, they took every thing I had 
in my pockets, and what ſilver I had 
to the amount of near half a guinea, 


| beſides all the reſt. 


„ You: 


c 
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« You have more, faid they, 
*« we know you have.” —I proteſted 
not.—The driver ſpoke. 

For mercy's ſake, gentlemen, 
Cont terrify the poor young lady ſo.” 
„Den you,“ ſaid the firſt horrid 
wretch, © if you ſay another word, 
Tl blow your brains out.” 

„Why don't you,” ſaid the other, 
take her out, and rifle her pockets?” _ 
0 how I ſcream'd I However, they 
deſiſted from farther violence, but 
ſwore dreadfully they knew I muſt. 
have more money.—l declar'd I had 
not another farthing.—** Thus deſti- 
tute as you have left me, for God's 
ſake, gentlemen, conſider how I am 


to pare my Je — Take PY 


on me.” 


6 There then,” lid the firſt fel- 
low, take that—(throwing me two 
| ſhillings) take that to pay the turn- 
Pike, and g9 to the il, — But 


L 4  hearke? >=. 


do. I verily believe, 
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hearkee (turning back again) you are 
young, —and I'll give you a word of 


advice: never for the future diſplay 


your money in a public inn.“ 

Away they rode on a full gallop. 
I obſerv'd (for it was light enough | 
for that) that they were both mounted 


on good horſes, and dreit like gen- 
tlemen. 


The inſtant they were gone off, 


the poor driver came to me, and begg d * 
me to try to compoſe myſelf. 


« Conſider Mits,” faid he, cc what 
a bleſſing it is they did not take off 


your trunk from the chaiſe, which I 
expected every moment they would 


59 


continued he, 
« that I faw theſe very two men in 


55 


To be 5 5 1 may thank 


my own ridiculous vanity and folly : 


for this diſaſter. I now ſuppoſe, as 
the poor driver ſays, theſe fellows 
were 


8 the large town of W 
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were at the inn; and no doubt but 
the waiter, before whom I ſo vainly 
diſplay'd my money, made a report 
of my treaſure: this was natural for 
him to do, without being in the leaſt 
their aſſociate. In ſhort, I may thank 
myſelf, my own vanity, I repeat, for 
this miſerable misfortune. — How- 
ever, I thank Heaven I met with no 
farther accident, and arriv'd ſafely at 


—, and was 
drove into a very handſome inn,—the 
driver immediately proclaiming the 
robbery that had been. committed 
upon me.—T alighted, trembling ſtill. 
after my late fright, and was ſur- 
rounded by ſeveral people, who came 
out with candles, and expreſſed great 
pity for me.—Among them was the 
landlady of the inn (quite a fine lady 
in dreſs)—ſhe took my hand. 
Ah poor young lady,” faid the, 
* how I pity you! Good God! 
L. 5 robb' d! 


| N. 
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robb d Here, Suſan ,—Betty, g get the 
ſtar bed-chamber ready this moment. 
— Heavens ! poor lady, how you 


55 


tremble ! x 
she led me very tenderly into a 


handſome parlour, and ran herſelf for 
| hartſhorn and water, of which I drank 
a draught, for indeed I ſtood in need 


of it. — A ſhower of tears then came 
to my relief, on which my ſpirits ? 
were a little eas'd. — The landlady . 


: ſtood over me with the utmoſt com- 
: paſſion. Doubtleſs ſhe then look” d on 
me in the light of ſome young lady 
of faſhion, as I was very neatly dreſs d. 
— The matter of the houſe came in, 


as did I believe, every other perſon i in 


the houſe; all exp preſſing great ſor- 
row for my loſs, both by looks and 


words. 
And here I muſt remark, Lacy Fi 
that whatever Virtues the good peo- 


ple of England may want, I do nat 


think ial 
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think Compaſſion is of the number. 
—But perhaps you will aſcribe all this 
to curifity. 


« What, Madam,” ſaid my hoſt, I 
a what was the ſum the villains 


robb'd. you of?” — Above fifty 


pounds, ”—anſwered I, with a heavy 


ſigh. 


« Good God (ſaid he Yona great ſum 


—a great ſum indeed. —Poor young 


lady!” He then retir'd, concluding, 
1 ſuppoſe, I was a perſon of fortune, 
by having ſuch a ſum in my pocket. 
Alas! little was it imagined, 1 had 8 


loſt my all ! 
What, my dear young lady,” ſaid 


my hoſteſs, ſhall I get for your 
ſupper ?—a boil'd chicken, or what ?” 


I faid I could not eat. 


% Indeed you muſt,” —faid ſhe. — 
« Suſan, order the cook to fricaſee a 


chicken, —and get ſome. tarts—or a 


lobſter :—and, Madam, you thall have 


„ : ſome 


a\ 
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ſome white wine whey, when you 
go to bed:—it will be Ty: proper 
for you. —You ſtill tremble.” 
I declar'd again I could poither 
eat, nor drink. Indeed, Lucy, the 
dreadful idea that I had only one 
ſhilling now in my pocket, (for I had 
given ferry, as they call'd the poor : 
driver, my other ſhilling) induced me 
to ſay this.—And now my miſerable 
ſituation appear d to me in all its hor- 
rors.—I intended, however, you may 
be ſure, to lay my whole deplorable 
caſe before the landlady, ſo ſoon as 85 
my ſpirits were a little recovered from 5 
their flurry. 
For Heaven's ſake,” ſaid this 
kind gentlewoman, in N looks 1 
thought I ſaw great benevolence® ;— 
make yourſelf caly : abner 
we will fend to your friends, and all 


* Whether « our tor traveller had any {kill 
in a phyſiognomy, a ort time will ſhew. 


1 un 
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will be well :—or ſhall I RR) a 
meſſenger to-night ?” 


O Lucy, what then did 1 feel 1— 


8 alas] I had no friend This I Was 


preparing to tell her, as well. as of 


my very deplorable ſtate, when a ſer- 


vant that inſtant enter'd the room, 


to inform his miſtreſs that Lord C—'s 
coach and ſix—and Sir William F—'s 

family, were all that moment arriv'd, 
and would ſpend the night there, on 


their road to London. — My landlady, 


Mrs. P, it muſt be imagin'd, was 


oblig'd to leave me, to attend her 


noble gueſts. 
„ Good gracious!“ ſaid PRE 


_<« and not a couple of Earls in 


the houſe I Run and bid the cook 


| kill a dozen, we muſt do the beſt we 

can with them.” Then turning to 
me very kindly, ** Well! my good 

young lady, I fear I ſhall be fo hur- 
ried all this evening, it will not be in 
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my power to ſee you again: ſo good 


f night! - and kiſs'd my cheek — was 


not this kind my dear ?— T all or- 
der your ſupper directly; and Suſan, 


the upp er chamber- maid, (hall attend 
you to your bed. Make yourſelf quite 
 eaſy,—you are now ſafe,—as ſafe as 
if you was in your own father's houſe.” 

—Away ſhe. tr "Pt, and I burſt into 


tears. 


2 My futher's 8 (exclaimed 


1 wringing my hands) J have no fas. 
ther !—no. friend l—A miſerable. or- 
phan, deſtitute of every comfort, and 
thrown upon the wide world!“ — 

a You will imagine, my dear Lucy, 
| what a diſmal interval 1 ſpent, when 
left to my fad reflections 


In about an hour, a Walter brought 


in an elegant little ſupper. My God! 
4 thought I, what am 1 to do —1 how- 5 
ever fat down to it, 


tax, * 
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| 3 
e Pray, Madam,” ſaid the man, 
bowing, ©* what wire do you chuſe ?” 


I really cannot drink any thing to 
night, —anſwered [ in a ſorrowful | 


tone. 
Do you chuſe a ha of cham- 
pagne, made into negus ?— Indeed, 


Madam, it would be of ſervice to your 
ſpirits after your dreadful fright ;— 


and pray, do try to eat.” 


I took a mouthful or two, but 


declin'd drinking any thing for a 


very obvious reaſon; indeed I was al- 
moſt diſtracted, as it was very appa- 
rent theſe people all look on me from 


my dreſs and appearance, and my ar- 
riving in a handſome chaiſe, &c. as 
ſome perſon of conſequence. 

At ten o'clock I was tormented 
again by the civilities of a very neat- 
looking chamber-maid. —I ſay For- 


mented, for can there be a ſharper 


ſting to poverty like mine, than to 


have 
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have a ſet of well-meaning people 
afſfiduouſly attending us, when we are 
conſcious it is not in our power to 
reward them ?—But to proceed with 
my mortiſying tale. 
Mrs. Suſan uſher'd me up ſtairs, 
j carrying two lights before me, in 
great ſtate, as if ſhe were conducting 
a Dutcheſs, —whither poor I follow'd, 
looking, 1 doubt not, extremely 
fooliſh. —My guide flung open the 
door of a very handſome bed-cham- 
5 ber, furniſh” d clegantly, and in which, 
my Lucy, I now am. — The: maid 5 
deſir d 1 would give her leave to 
aſſiſt me in undreſſing; but upon 
my telling her I requir'd no aſſiſtance, 
ſhe civilly withdrew. —1 then ſet 
down directly, and wrote thus far to 
my Lucy. — But oh! my dear, what 
am I to do I am almoſt at my wits 
end. —[t is now paſt eleven and 1 
muſt prepare to go to bed ;—fatigued 
Almoſt a 


8 
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almoſt to death; my mind in a ſtate 
of the moſt dreadful inquietude ; for 
Heaven's ſake, Lucy, I repeat, what 
am I to do?—A ſingle ſhilling only 
in my pocket—but OY taps at 
my door. 


Who ſhould it = but the ef: 


Mrs. Suſan, with a On of 
wine whey. — Anot 


in the morning.” 


Lucy, I am quite oppreſs' d with 
the civilities of theſe good people.— 
Alas! little do they gueſs, I am an 


abſolute beggar! 
What courſe can I take for the 


beſt ?—As to returning again to my 
cruel aunt, that will never do. —No— 


no—I will ſooner work theſe fingers 


to the bone. —Bleſs me, my dear, 


what 


white 
der mort! fecation | 
= ſee—She told me I mwuft drink 
it. My miſtreſs, Madam,” faid ſhe, 
| 7 begs her compliments, wiſhes you 
a good night, 888 will walt on you 
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What an expence have 1 already in- 


curr'd in this houſe ! Iow unfortu- 
nate was it that the miſtreſs of it was 
call'd away, in the inſtant I was going 
to begin my pitiable ſtory Well!“ 
to⸗ morrow morning, pleaſe Heaven, | 
the very moment I ke her, I'll tell 


her all. EY doubt not of her compaſ- 


| fion, of which ſhe has already given 
me proofs. —1 faw the ſtrongeſt traces 
Zh of piety and benevolence i in the coun- 
tenance of this good woman. — How 1 
narrow-minded is that old maxim my 


dear, that mn- keepers are the moſt ſor- 
did race of people in the world |— 


no- the behaviour of good Mrs. Pam 
deſtroys that proverb. 1 will, after 
making known to her all my misfor- J 
tunes, deſire her aſſiſtance in getting : 


me either into ſome family in this 


large town, or elſe ſome employment 
to get my bread. —In this hope I will 
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Jay down my tired pen.—lt is now 


deep midnight. 


« Come ſweet patience, 
That calm relief, the ruling hand of Heaven, 
& Alone to ſufring innocence has given, 


Once more good night, 


PP: 


LETTER XV. 


| Tun of Daventry, on ; the road to London Hay 15. 


: F OUR days, my friend, have paſt, 
fince thy poor Fanny finiſh'd 
| her laſt letter.—Indeed I have not 


been able to recollect my ſcatter'd 
- thoughts, ſuch ſcenes of diſappoint- 


ment and anxiety have I experienc'd, 


within theſe laſt eight and forty 


hours But to begin with an account 
of my ſituation, irom where I con- 


N cluded i in my laſt letter, I ſhould ſay, 
that 
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that the following morning, deter- 


min'd to implore the protection 52 | 


my hoſteſs, I rang the bell.—The 
chamber- maid inftantly brought in 
my breakfaſt. I told her 1 begg'd to 


ſee her miſtreſs, but ſhe prevented my 
| meſſage, by herſelf coming to enquire = 


hor I did, and how I reſted. 


84 hope, aid ihe; 4 now. you 5 
are a little compos d, you will let me 
havc the pleaſure of informing your 
parents and friends, that you are ſafe | 


under my roof at W——.— * Dear 


heart how glad will hey bs ts he. 


I can reſtore you to them again !— 


Well now Miſs—if you will tell me 7 
where to ſend—we will have a man 


and horſe e 8 you 


* In fa, all the care * attention this gen- 


tlewoman ſhew'd our poor heroine, was only to 
make a merit of it to ber parents and friends, 

and to be rewarded accordingly: though. the in- 
nocent Miſs Belton, unhacknied in the ways of 


the world, aſorib' d it to compaſlion, TS + 


will 


will like to write a line to your pa- 
 rents—or friends. —Shall I call for 
pens and ink ? 

I could hear no more—but burſting 
5 into tears, 10 good Madam, I have 
no pare: ats |— £ 


N Well, Miſs” — interrupted the 


N with quickneſs “ if not, you have 


cer anner friends 1 preſume.” 


© I have not a friend' '—ſaid I, ſob- 


bing— in the world: at leaſt not 


in this part of the globe. For 1 


- could not forget I had /ti/l my Lucy. 
© That is ver y ſtrange indeed, '— 
lea ſhe, throwing Ba into a 


chair; I am greatly ſurpriz d, in- 


deed Miſs—I am quite- 


«© Your goodneſs,” ſaid I, r 0 a 


poor, unfortunate—helpleſs —orphan, 


who was indeed robh'd yeſterday of 


her little al/ ,—Heaven will reward 
you for.” | | 
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« Well—well”— aid ſhe Coolly—— 


icy 1 ſuppoſe it was true that you was 
rob d,—becauſe the driver ſaid ſo.— 

No friends you aſtoniſh me es 
hat is Four: name !—I re that 


is no ſecret.” 


FE No Madam, fad I, weeping, 

—* I have no ſecrets. —l loſt an ex- 
cellent father. — And then briefly 
Lk her an account of my having 


been ſome time with a relation who 


had us d me very unkindly ; - and 5 


that now I was going to London, 


when the accident of being robb'd had | 
depriv d me of all my caſh, and re- 
duc'd me to the greateſt neceſſity.— 2 
0 And oh Madam, continued * 


; weeping bitterly,— — MF diſtreſs is 1 


ſuch, that unleſs—“ 


« Good God ! '—interrupted e . 


ve. "whit am I to think of all this ?!— 


A young creature travelling about the 
Country, in this manner, by herſelf! 


—1 


a 


5 
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—] ſhould rather imagine you have 


ſome intrigue upon your hands ſome \ 

love affair Going to London, in- \ 
deed II ſhould be ſorry to entertain | ſ 
ſuſpicious thoughts, —but you are l | I 
ſtranger. to me. —And ſo you really, 5 
before this range fiory of your being 5 } 


robb'd, was a perſon in diſtreſs ?— 
mercy on me !—how one may be de- 


| ceiv'd I- really, from your dreſs and 
. appearance, imagin'd you a young lady 
| | of good family and faſhion: but now 
a- days girls mind only dreſs. — And | 
| | what, for Heaven's ſake, did you in- 4 
3 tend to do in London?“ bi 
"= * To work, Madam, for my live- | 
= lihood. And oh let me intreat, —let 5 
3 me beg you to enquire for ſome fa- 1 
mily that would take me on the foot- e 
- | ing of a ſervant. Oh Madam, con- © 
- | fider my diſtreſs Indeed I have ear 4 


Aa LANE fulling 1 in the world.” 


1 * 
a © In« 
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FE Indeed! '—reddening with an 
9 what are you a beggar then ? 
II recommend you to ſome family! 
not I indeed. I know nothing of 

you, —nor your real ſtory :—you may 
perhaps have told me ſome trump'd 
up tale. Mercy on me II cannot 

encourage ſuch.—I am the mother of 
hren and know the world better.” 

I was, my Lucy, ſo extremely : 
Tthock' d at the bare-fac'd inhumanity, 7 
1 may call it, of this woman, that I 15 


Was quite thunderſtruck. Before 4 be 


could reply, ſhe look d round at my 
boxes“ What have you in thoſe 
boxes ?—if you have not money, I 
ſuppoſe you have ſomething there 
which will abe money.—Indeed I 
muſt be paid my bill, get the mo- 
ney how you may. — There are ſo 


many young creatures like yourſelf, — | 
_ adventurers, that, in 1 ſhort, one can- I. 


| not be too cautious, ' : 


| - On 


* 


"8 


. Et i ec RE, 
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On this I aroſe, with all that ho- 
neſt pride which never fails attending 
offended, or ſuſpected innocence. 
I flew to my box, took out a very 
handſome blue tabby gown of my 
dear mother's, which I had intended, 
when out of my preſent mourning 
dreſs, to have had alter'd for my o-. n 
wear ; anda pair of laced ruffles, like- 
wiſe, of that long-loſt parent, which 
I had always carefully preſerv'd, as 
they were her wedding ruffles.—I fay, 
I took out theſe things, and lying 8 
them on the bed—* Yes, Madam, 
FF faid II will ſooner ſell every thing 
1 have—than any e ſhall Joſe. a 
farthing by me.. 
00 Well” —faid the ſordid winich; g 
— «7 Il ſend for a purchaſer for your 
ae in the mean time I will 
| write out your bill.” saying which, ; 
FC a 5 
Vol. I. M And 


* , a a a7 , 2 — 
Leda ——˖ ꝗͥ OT "Cake MS 


Tis ; 
- * 3 FRY as * — 
. 2 | 
2 5 W 2 * . 
>. x * * on 
ey *** a "< A N 4 3 LY 
1 — 2 . ͤ '.... on 1 . £ -— +0 = — 


; 
5 
N 111 
f 
f 
4 


. ne LR. 
a I * * 
n N 5 : 
W — FER 


— 


242 The Won of Levrens; 555 


And now, my dear friend, you will 


+ perhaps wonder, that, in order to pre- 
vent my being driven to the extre- 
mity of ſelling theſe things, and of 
: preſerving my appearance and credit, 
1 had not at once own'd that I Was 
niece to Mr. Grimſton, whole name, 
2 "FLOG, &. muſt be certainly known 
at W. 
lutely Armin d not to mention that 
family, or that I had the leaſt rela- 
tion to it: for if I had, the conſe- 
quence inevitably would have been 
this; that moſt probably I muſt have 
been under the fatal neceſſity of re- 
turning again to thoſe cruel, purſe- 
proud people. No- no I never will. 
EI would rather encounter the ut- 
moſt extremes of poverty, than ſub- 
mit to their inſolence again. It is 


No, Lucy; I was abſo- 


„ my friend, the hard bed, nor 


he homely board, which inflicts the 


| ſharpeſt 


©, 
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ſharpeſt ſtings of indigence: — no, 


« *Tis the whips and ſearns w Which 
« Patient merit, of th' unworthy takes.“ 


Beſides, 1 had another reaſon, why l 
would not return to Grimiton: Houſe, 
The moſt amiable of men is there, 
—Your poor Fanny, I fear, is not in- 
| different to him, but as his exalted 
ſtation renders an union betwixt us 
impoſſible, it is certainly ſome degree ; 
E of prudence to avoid his. preſence. 8 
A little old, ill- looking woman 
now arriv d, who told me ſhe was 
came to purchaſe ſome things Mrs. 


P— had told her I had to diſpoſe of. 


| —1 preſented the gown and ruffles, 
which ſhe examined in profound 


filence, and after much hard haggling 
on ber part, agreed to give me only 


ſeven guineas for the whole. It grievd 
me, my dear, I muſt confeſs, to part 

with theſe things; as ſo rich a tabby, 
1 and ſuch fine lace, would have been 
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244 The WOMAN of LETTERS; or, 

your poor Fanny's beſt ſuits for many a 
year. to come; but what could I do? 
This affair being ſettled, the wo- 


man walk 'd off with her purchaſe. 


I Ril intended to purſue my ſcheme 
of going to London, as luckily I had 
put my aunt's recommendatory letter 

into my trunk, by which means it 
was ſaved from the highwaymen' 1 

5 ſearch, as they only rifled my pockets. 9 

Ihe chamber-maid now brought - 

up my bill, which amounted to the 


exorbitant ſum of eighteen ſhillings. | 


After having paid it, 1 enquir d what 
time the coach to London ſet out, and : 
was inform'd in an hour's time. You 
may be convinced I was glad to get 
away from a houſe of ſuch extortion; „ 
and the coach ſoon being ready to ſet 
off, 1 walk d down ſtairs, on which 1 
happen'd to meet both the landlord 
and landlady, of the inn, who took 
no more notice of me than if I had 
| been 
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been one of their domeſtic animals: 
ſo much had my poverty lower'd me in 


their eftimation,—I ſigh'd, that mo- 


ment, for the pride of theſe fordid 


wretches. 


—1 now was ſeated in the coach, in 
which I found a decent, good- looking 
woman, and two old gentlemen.— 
After having mutually enquir'd if we 

were all going to London, and being 

F anſwer'd in the affirmative, a 1 
- enſued for ſome miles; after which 
the gentlemen fell into a diſcourſe of 
= politics, and other public Ws 
which Was not unentertaining, =; 
they appear 'd ſenſible and well oy : 
Nothing farther paſt on this firſt 
_ day's journey than matters of mere 

_ civility : but a fmall incident happen d 5 

yeſterday which convinced me of the - 

_ deplorable vanity of the human heart. 
The coach, ſoon after breakfaſt, ſtopt 
at a genteel looking houſe, out of 

Which 1 
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which ca me an old gentelman leading 


a td W e 5 whom. 1 


an 5 leave t her, and put 
her in the coach. —She was to be ſet 
_ down at a town ſeveral miles di ſtant. 
1 think 1 never ſaw a greater impreſſion 
of modeſty and innocence, in any - 
countenance.—She faid little; and her 


whole behaviour was reſerv'd wid quite | 


proper : for my part, I was delighted 


with the modeſt elegance of her man- 5 


ner. I could not have thought it 
P offible, for any one to have cenſur d 
her appearance. What then —_ 

amazement, when at dinner (after . 


we had parted from her) to hear one 


gentleman ſay to the other, That 
pretty girl we took up on the road, 
ey'd you very attentively, and ogled 
you, I think, in a manner that plainly 
indicated the had a defign upon you.' 
« 2 7 think lo? (aid the other 


vainly 


| SS 


| races at 8 
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= vainly ſmiling, Who, as well as his 
companion, could not be leſs than 
| fixty years of age) do you really think 
| ſo?—1 thought indeed ſhe regarded us 
| both, as very proper for her pur poſe. 
—Yes—yes—I ſaw—1 obſerv d. A 
female adventurer, no doubt. —Moft 
* likely ſhe has been down during the 
to PT up a pn mo- WF 


. 1 rather” think,” faid the other; 


14 ſhe has been in keeping with that 
| old fellow, who conducted her to the 
coach. — A pretty girl—a fine girl: — 
and yet ] don't think the had laid her 
red on ſo well, as ſome of them do.” 
My female companion, (ho was = 
ſenſible woman) could no more than 
myſelf, bear to hear an innocent 
young creature thus ſcandaliz d.— 
We both exclaim'd, © What, becauſe 
ſhe was handſome, does it follow ſhe 
mu 5 be a woman of the town?” And 


a long 


8 6 
—— 2 — eto 
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a long altercation then enſud 


n we could however make no 
alteration in the ſentiments of theſe 


vain wretches.— Sure I am, that 


ſuch Aer could not ariſe from 5 
a virtuous mind. — Good Heaven! 
thou ght I, if theſe are the ſentiments 
of gentlemen in the world, would ” 2 ; 
were among the ond peaſants on the ; 
-But here Iwill | 
5 cloſe this epiſtle, for it is now twelve ; 
at night, and the coach. ſets out 


Welſh mountains. 


carly in the morning. Adieu then.— 


My next will be from the great city, | 


where we hope to arrive to- morrow. 


Vour , my Lucy, ever, 


Frances Ber Ton, 


END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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